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IIEPmA£T2AI MEN nOAAAS nOAEIS KAAON, 
EN0IKH2AI A£ TH KPATISTH XPHZIMON. 



TO 



FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA, 



GENERAL IN BIS UAJESTT's FORCES, MASTER-GENERAL 

OF THE ORDNANCE, CONSTABLE OF 

THE TOWER, ETC. 



Mt Lord, 

It is impossible to think of addressing a Dedi- 
cation to your Lordship without calling to mind 
the well-known reply of the Spartan to a rheto- 
rician, who proposed to pronounce an eulogium 
on Hercules« <^ On Hercules I" said the honest 
Spartan, '^ who eyer thought of blaming Her- 
cules?^ In a similar manner the concurrence 
of pubUc opinion has left to the panegyrist of 



4 DEDICATION. 

your Lordship a very superfluous task. I shall 
therefore be silent on the subject, and merely 
entreat your indulgence to the very humble 
tribute of gratitude which I have here the ho* 
nour to present. 

I am, 

Mt Lord, 

With every feeling of attachment and respect, 

Tour Lordship's very devoted servant, 

THOMAS MOORE. 



ay. Bury Street, St. Jameses, 
April lo, i8o6. 



PREFACE. 



The principal poems in the following Collection 
were written during an absence of fourteen months 
from Europe. Though curiosity was certainly not 
the motive of my voyage to America, yet it hap- 
pened that the gratification of curiosity was the 
only advantage which I derived from it. Finding 
myself in the country of a new people, whose 
infancy had promised so much, and whose pro- 
gress to maturity has been an object of such in- 
teresting speculation, I determined to employ the 
short period of time, which my plan of return to 
Europe afforded me, in travelling through a few 
of the States and acquiring some knowledge of the 
inhabitants. 

The impression which my mind received from 
the character and manners of these republicans, 
suggested the Epistles which are written from the 
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city of Washington and Lake Erie.'*' How far I 
was right, in thus assuming the tone of a satirist 
against a people whom I viewed but as a stranger 
and a visitor, is a doubt which my feelings did 
not allow me time to investigate. All I presume 
to answer for is the fidelity of the picture which 
I have given ; and though prudence might have 
dictated gentler language, truth, I think, would 
have justified severer. 

I went to America with prepossessions by no 
means unfavourable, and indeed rather indulged 
in many of those illusive ideas with respect to the 
purity of the government and the primitive hap- 
piness of the people, which I had early imbibed 
in my native country, where, unfortunately, dis-* 

content at home enhances every distant tempta- 
tion, and the western world has long been looked 
to as a retreat from real or imaginary oppression ; 
as the elysian Atlantis, where persecuted patriots 
might find their visions realized, and be welcomed 
by kindred spirits to liberty and repose. I was 
completely disappointed in every flattering ex- 
pectation which I had formed, and was inclined 

♦ Epistles VI. VII. and VUI. 
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to say to America, as Horace says to his mistress, 
'*' intentata nites." Brissot, ixx the preface to his 
trayek, observes, that '' freedom in that country 
is carried to so high a degree as to border upon 
a state of nature " and there certainly is a dose 
approximation to sayage life, not only in the 
liberty which they enjoy, but in the violence of 
party spirit and of private animosity which results 
from it. This illiberal zeal embitters all social 
intercourse ; and, though I scarcely could hesitate 
in selecting the party, whose views appeared the 
more pure and rational, yet I was sorry to observe 
that, in asserting their opinions, they both assume 
an ecpial share of intolerance ; the Democrats, 
consistently with their principles, exhibiting a 
vulgarity of rancour, which the Federalists too 
often are so forgetful of their cause as to imitate. 
The rude familiarity of the lower orders, and 
indeed the unpolished state of society in general, 
would neither surprise nor disgust if they seemed 
to flow from that simplicity of character, that 
honest ignorance of the gloss of refinement, which 
may be looked for in a new and inexperienced 
people. But, when we find them arrived at ma- 
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turity in most of the yiees, and all the pride, of 
ciyilization, while they are still so remote from 
its elegant characteristics, it is impossible not to 
feel that this youthful decay, this crude anticipa- 
tion of the natural period of corruption, represses 
every sanguine hope of the future energy and 
greatness of America. 

I am conscious that, in yenturing these few re- 
marks, I haye said just enough to offend, and by 
no means sufficient to conyince ; for the limits of 
a preface will not allow me to enter into a justifica- 
tion of my opinions, and I am committed on the 
subject as effectually as if I had written yolumes 
in their defence. My reader, howeyer, is apprized 
of the yery cursory observation upon which these 
opinions are founded, and can easily decide for 
himself upon the degree of attention or confidence 
which they merit. 

With respect to the poems in general, which 
occupy the following pages, I know not in what 
manner to apologize to the public for intruding 
upon their notice such a mass of unconnected 
trifles, such a world of epicurean atoms, as I have 
here brought in conflict together. To say that I 
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have been tempted by the liberal offers of my 
bookseller^ is an excuse which can hope for but 
little indulgence from the critic ; yet I own that, 
without this seasonable inducement, these poems 
very possibly would never have been submitted to 
the world. The glare of pubUcation is too strong 
for such imperfect productions : they should be 
shown but to the eye of friendship, in that dim 
light of privacy, which is as favourable to poetical 
as to female beauty, and serves as a veil for faults, 
while it enhances every charm which it displays. 
Besides, this is not a period for the idle occupa- 
tions of poetry, and times like the present require 
talents more active and* more useful. Few have 
now the leisure to read such trifles, and I sin- 
cerely regret that I have had the leisure to write 
them. 



I. 



EPISTLE I. 



TO 



LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 



TO 



LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 



ABOARD THE PHAETON FBIGATE, OFF THE AZORES, 

BT MOONUGHT. 

Sweet Moon ! if like Grotona's sage,'*' 

-By any spell my hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page. 

And write my thoughts, my wishes there ; 
How many a friend, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o'er that starry sky, 
Should smile, upon, thy orb to meet 

The recollection, kind and sweet, ^, 

The reveries of fond regret. 
The promise, never to foi^et. 
And all my heart knd soul would send 
To many a dear-loved, distant friend ! 

* Pfthagcmt; who was toppoied to hare a power of 
writing npon the moon by the meani of a magic mirror.— See 
Batlk, art. Pythag. 
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Oh, Strangioed ! when we parted last, 
I little thought the times were past, 
For erer past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart's employ : 
When, fresh from mirth to mirth again, 

We thought the rapid hours too few, 
Our only use for knowledge then 

To turn to rapture all we knew I 
Delicious days of whim and soul ! 

When, mingling lore and laugh together. 
We lean'd the book on pleasure's bowl. 

And tum'd the leaf with folly's feather I 
I little thought that all were fled. 
That, ere that summer's bloom was shed. 
My eye should see the sail unfurl'd 
That wafts me to the western world ! 

And yet 'twas time — ^in youthful days. 

To cool the season's burning rays. 

The heart may let its wanton wing 

Repose awhile in pleasure's spring, 

But, if it wait for winter's breeze, 

The spring will dry, the heart will freeze ! 
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And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope, 

Oh ! she awaked such happy dreams^ 
And gave my soul such tempting scope 

For all its dearest, fondest schemes, 
That not Verona's child of song, 

When flying from the Phrygian shore^ 
With lighter hopes could bound along, 

Or pant to be a wanderer more l*** 

Even now delusive hope will steal 
Amid the dark regrets I feel. 
Soothing as yonder placid beam 

Pursues the murmurers of the deep, 
And lights them with consoling gleam, 

And smiles them into tranquil sleep ! 
Oh I such a blessed night as this, 

I often think, if friends were near, 
How we should feel, and gaze with bliss 

Upon the moon-bright scenery here I 
The sea is like a silvery lake. 

And o'er its calm the vessel glides 

* Alluding to theie animated lines in the 44^^ Canncn of 
tbiipoet: 

Jam meni prxtrepidani ayet Tagari, 
Jam latt atadio pedes rigescnnt I 
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Gently, as if it fear'd to wake 

The slumber of the silent tides I 
The only envious cloud that lowers, 

Hath hung its shade on Pico's height,*^ 
Where dimly, 'mid the dusk, he towers, 

And, sc6wling at this Heaven of light, 
Exults to see the infant storm 

Cling darkly round his giant form ! 

Now, could I range those verdant isles 

Invisible, at this soft hour. 
And see the looks, the melting smiles, 

That brighten many an orange bower ; 
And could I lift each pious veil. 

And see the blushing cheek it shades, 
Oh ! I should have full many a tale. 

To tell of young Azorian maids, j* 

Dear Strangford ! at this hour, perhaps, 
Some faithful lover (not so blest 

'*" Pico is a rerj high moantain on one of the Asores, from 
which the island derives its name. It ii said by some to be 
as high as the Peak of Teneriffe. 

•f I believe it is Gnthrie who says, that the inhabitants of 
the Asores are much addicted to gallantry. This is an asser- 
tion in which even Gnthrie may be credited. 
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As they who in their ladies' laps 

May cradle every wish to rest) 
Warbles, to touch his dear one's soul, 

Those madrigals, of breath divine, 
Which Gamoens' harp from rapture stole 

And gave, all glowing warm, to thine ! * 
Oh ! could the lover learn from thee, 

And breathe them with thy graceful tone, 
Such dear, beguiling minstrelsy 

Would make the coldest nymph his own ! 

But, hark ! — the boatswain's pipings tell 
Tis time to bid my dream farewell :' 
Eight bells :— -the middle watch is set ; 
Good night, my Strangford ! — ne'er forget 
That far beyond the western sea f 
Is one whose heart remembers thee ! 

* These islands belong to the Portuguese. 

^ From Captain Cockburn, who commanded the Phaeton, I 
receiTed such kind attentions as I must erer remember with 
gratitude. As some of the journalists have gravely as^rted 
that 1 went to America to speculate in lands, it may not be 
impertinent to state, -that the object of this voyage across the 
Atlantic was my appointment to the <^ce of Registrar of the 
Vice-Admiralty Court of Bermuda. 
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STANZAS. 



0VfMg i^ %VT ift^S ••••• 

•.... ft% x^^T^mu ra^f 

Ftrtierxi ravBi^tnrtm fin nfiur ttyttf. 

MscRYL. Fragment. 



A BBAM of tranquillity smiled in the west, 
The stonns of the morning pursued us no more, 

And the wave, while it welcomed the moment of 
rest. 
Still heaved, as remembering ills that were o'er! 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour, 
Its passions were sleeping, were mute as the 
dead. 
And the spirit becalm'd but remembered their 
power. 
As the billow the force of the gale that was fled ! 

I thought of the days, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known, 
Was pity for those who were wiser than I ! 
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I felt how the pure, intellectual fire 

In luxury loses its heavenly ray ; 
How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire. 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I pray'd of that Spirit who lighted the flame, 
That pleasure no more might its purity dim ; 

And that sullied but little, or brightly the same, 
I might give back the gem I had borrowed from 
him ! 

The thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As if, passion all chasten'd and error forgiven. 
My heart had begun to be purely its own I 

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful sky 
Which morning had clouded, was clouded no 
more s 
** Oh ! thus," I exclaim'd, " can a heavenly eye 
^< Shed light on the soul that was darkened 
before !'' 
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THE TELL-TALE LYRE. 

TvE heard, there was in ancient days 
A Lyre of most melodious spell ; 

'Twas Heaven to hear its fairy lays, 
If half be true that legends tell. 

Twas play'd on by the gentlest sighs, 
And to their breath it breathed again 

In such entrancing melodies 

As ear had never drunk till then ! 

Not harmony's serenest touch 
So stilly could the notes prolong ; 

They were not heavenly song so much. 
As they were dreams of heavenly song ! 

If sad the heart, whose murmuring air 
Along the chords in languor stole. 

The soothings it awaken'd there 
Were eloquence from pity's soul ! 

Or if the sigh, serene and light. 

Was but the breath of fancied woes, 

The string, that felt its airy flight. 
Soon whisper'd it to kind repose ! 
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And oh ! when lovers talk'd alone, 
If 'mid their bliis the Lyre was near, 

It made their murmurs all its own. 

And echoed notes that Heaven might hear ! 

There was a nymph, who long had loved, 
But dared not tell the world how well ; 
The shades, where she at evening roved. 

Alone could know, alone could tell. 

• 

'Twas there, at twilight time, she stole 
So oft, to make the dear-one bless'd. 

Whom love had given her virgin soul, 
And nature soon gave all the rest ! 

It chanced that in the fairy bower 

Where they had found their sweetest shed. 

This Lyre, of strange and magic power. 
Hung gently whispering o'er their head. 

And while, with eyes of mingling fire. 

They listen'd to each other's vow. 
The youth full bf t would make the Lyre 

A pillow for his angel's brow ! 
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Ind while the melting words she breathed 
On all its echoes wanton'd round, 

Her hair, amid the strings enwreathed, 
Through golden mazes charm'd the sound ! 

Alas ! their hearts but little thought, 
While thus entranced they listening lay, 

That every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betray ! 

So mingled with its tuneful soul 
Were all their tender murmurs grown, 

That other sighs unanswered stole, 

Nor changed the sweet, the treasured tone. 

Unhappy nymph I thy name was sung 
To every passing lip that sigh'd ; 

The secrets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in murmurs died ! 

The fatal Lyre, by Envy's hand 
Hung high amid the breezy groves, 

To every wanton gale that fann'd 
Betray'd the mystery of your loves I 
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Tet, oh ! — not many a sufFering hour. 
Thy cup of shame on earth was given ; 

Benignly came some pitying Power, 
And took the Lyre and thee to Heaven ! 

There, as thy lover dries the tear 

Tet warm from life's malignant wrongs, 

Within his arms, thou lovest to hear 
The luckless Lyre's rem'ember'd songs ! 

Still do your happy souls attune 

The notes it learn'd, on earth, to move ; 

StiU breathing o'er the chords, commune 
In sympathies of angel love ! 

TO THE FLYING-nSH.* 

When I have seen thy snowy wing 
O'er the blue wave at evening spring, 

* It is the opinion of St. Austin, npon Genesis, and I b»- 
liere of nearly all the Fathers, that hirds, like fish, were 
originally produced from the waters ; in defence of which 
idea they have collected every fanciful circumstance which 
can tend to prove a kindred similitude between them; ^y- 
yi9f i«9 T^tg TttT^fivt^it 9'fcs rm y^xrc. With this thought in 
our minds when we first see the Flying-Fish, we could almost 
fancy that we are present at the moment of creation, and wit- 
ness the birth of the first bird from the waves. 
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And give those scales, of silver white, 
So gaily to the eye of light, 
As if thy frame were form'd to rise, 
And live amid the glorious skies ; 
Oh I it has made me proudly feel. 
How like thy wing's impatient zeal 
Is the pure soul, that scorns to rest 
Upon the world's ignoble breast; 
But takes the plume that God has given, 
And rises into light and Heaven I 

But, when I see that wing, so bright, 
Grow languid with a moment's flighti 
Attempt the paths of air in vain, 
And sink into the waves again » 
Alas ! the flattering pride is o'er ; 
Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, . 
But erring man must blush to think. 
Like thee, again, the soul may sink ! 

Oh Virtue I when thy dime I seek, 
Let not my spirit's flight be weak : 
Let me not, like this feeble thing. 
With brine stiU dropping from its wing, 
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Just sparkle in the solar glow 
And plunge again to depths below ; 
But, when I leave the grosser throng 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so long, 
Let me, in that aspiring day, 
Cast every lingering stain away, 
And, panting for thy purer air. 
Fly up at once and fix me there ! 



yoL.n. 
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TO 



MISS M E. 



Tonss 

noM HOUFOUL, nr tugiivu, mymaxM^ i8o3. 

In days, my Katk, irfite life was new. 
When, InlTd with umbeence and yon, 
I heaid, in home s wluveu' slunfey 
The din the wtwld at diMtfioe made ; 
When every n^t my Weary heid 
Sank on its own vttdHfrned bed , 
And, mild as evening's knatroU hoar 
Looks on the fa^rtly dmtting flower, 
A mother saw dor eyelid dose 
And Uess'd them iiitb pare repose ! 
Then, haply if a W«ek, a dliy, 
I lingered from yoar arms away. 
How long die little absettee seem'd ! 
How bright the look of wekome beMn'd, 
As mate yoa heard, with ciager smile, 
My tales of all thaft pass'd the while ! 
Tet now, my Katb, a g^aomy sea 
Rolb wide between that home and me ; 
The moon may thrice be bom and die. 
Ere eren yoar seal can reach mine eye ; 



3o £I>1STLE^, Ot>£S) 

And oh ! even then, that darling seal 
(Upon whose print 1 used to feel 
The breath of home, the cordial air 
Of loved lips, still freshly there !) 
Must come, alas ! through every fate 
Of time and distance, cold and late,, 
When the dear hand whose touches filUd 
The leaf with sweetness may be chill'd ! 
But hence that gloomy thought I At last^ 
Beloved Kate ! the waves are pass'd : 
1 tread on earth securely now, 
And the green cedar's living bough 
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes 
Than could a Claude's divinest dyes ! 
At length I touch the happy sphere ' 
To Liberty and Virtue dear, 
Where man looks up, and, proud to claim 
His rank within the social frame, 
Sees a grand system round him roll, . 
Himself its centre, siin, and soul ! 
Far from the shocks of Europe ; far 
From every wild, elliptic star 
That, shooting with a devious fire, 
Kindled by Heaven's avenging ire, 



I 
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So oft hath into chaos hurl'd 
The systems of the ancient world ! 

The warrior here, in arms no more, 
Thinks of the toil, the conflict o'er, 
And glorying in the rights they won 
For hearth and altar, sire and son. 
Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
His sleeping sword's remember'd pride ! 
While Peace, with sunny cheeks of toil, 
Walks o'er the free, unlorded soil. 
Effacing with her splendid share 
The drops that War had sprinkled there ! 
Thrice happy land ! where he who flies 
From the dark ills of other skies. 
From scorn, or want's unnerving woes. 
May shelter him in proud repose ! 
Hope sings along the yellow sand 
His welcome to a patriot land ; 
The mighty wood, with pomp, receives 
The stranger in its world of leaves. 
Which soon their barren glory yield 
To the warm shed and cultured field ; 
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And he, who came, of aill bereft. 
To whom malignant Fate had left 
Nor home nor friends nor country dear, 
Finds home and friends and country htre ! 

Such is the picture, warmly sudh. 
That long the sp6ll of Fancy's toUch 
Hath painted to my sangtfihe eye 
Of man's new world of liberty I 
Oh ! ask me not if Trttth will^al 
The reveries of Fancy** zeal. 
If yet my charmed eyeS behold 
These features of -an age of gold — 
No— yet, ala^ ! no gl^amiiig frad^ H 
Never did youth, who Wed a faee 
From portrait's rosy, flatterilig art, 
Recoil with more regret of heart, 

* Such romantid works as The American Fatmer^s Let- 
ters, and the Account of K^itUckf, hy IteilT, ^^liUl 8«daee 
us into a belief, that innocence, peace, and freedom had de- 
serted the rest of the world, for Martha's Vineyard and the 
banks of the Ohio. The Freodh travellers too, afanost all 
from revolutionary motives, have contributed their share lo 
the diiTusion of this flattering miscoticeptioti. A visit to the 
country is, however, quite sttfficieot to corinect even the nest 
enthusiastic prepossession. 
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To find an owkt eye of gray. 

Where paintiiig pour'd the sapphire's ray, 

Than I have felt, indignant felt. 

To think the gl<Mrious dreams should melt. 

Which oft, in boyhood's witching time, 

Have wrapt me to lliis wondtous clime ! 

But, courage yet, my wavering heart ! 
Blame not the temple's meanest part,'* 
Till you haye traced the fabric o'er : — 
As yet, we have beheld no more 
Than just the porch to Freedom's fane, 
And, though a sable dfop may stain 
The yestibule, 'tis impious sin 
To doubt there's holiness within ! 
So here 1 pause — and now, my KaTe, 
To you (whose simplest ringlet's fate 
Can claim more interest in my soul 
Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 

* Norfolk, it must be owned, is an unfavourable specimen 
of America. The i^atacteristics of Virginia in general are 
not such as can delight either the politician or the moralist, 
and at Norfolk they are eiJiibited in their least attractive 
form. At the time -when we arrived, the yellow fever had 
not yet disappeared, and every odour that assailed us in the 
streets very strongly accounted for its visitation. 

2. 
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One word at parting — in the tone 

Most sweet to you, and most my own. 

The simple notes I send you hei'e,'^ 

Though rude and wild, would still be dear, 

If you but knew the trance of thought 

In which my mind their murmurs caught. 

'Twas one of those enchanting dreams, 

That lull me oft, when Music seems 

To pour the soul in sound along. 

And turn its every sigh to song I 

I thought of home, the according lays 

Respired the breath of happier days ; 

Warmly in every rising note 

I felt some dear remembrance float, 

Till, led by Music's fairy chain, 

I wander'd back to home again ! 

Oh ! love the song, and let it oft 

Live on your lip, in warble soft ! 

Say that it tells you, simply well. 

All I have bid its murmurs tell. 

Of memory's glow, of dreams that shed 

The tinge of joy when joy is fled, 

* A trifling attempt at musical composition accompanied 
this Epistle. 
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And all the heart's illusive hoard 
Of love renewed and friends restored ! 
Now, sweet, adieu — this artless air, 
And a few rhymes, in transcript fair,* 
Are all the gifts I yet can boast 
To send you from Columbia's coast ; 
But when the sun, with warmer smile. 
Shall light me to my destined Isle, f 
You shall have many a cowslip-bell 
Where Ariel slept, and many a shell 
In which the gentle spirit drew 
From honey flowers the morning dew ! 

TO CARA, 

AFTER AN INTERVAL OF ABSEIVCE. 

Congeal'd within the shady wood 
A mother left her sleeping child. 

And flew to cull her rustic food. 
The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her path-way rise, 

The mother roams, astray and weeping ; 

* The poems which immediately follow, 
i" Bermada. 
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Far from the weak, appealing criei 
Of him she left so sweetly sleeping. 

She hopes, she fears — a light is seen, 
And gentler blows the night-wind's breath ; 

Yet no — 'tis gone — the storms are keen, 
The baby may be chill'd to death ! 

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded 
Dim by Death's eternal chill — 
And yet, perliaps^ they are not faded ; 
' Life and love may light Ihem still. 

Thus, when my soul with parting sigh, 
Hung on thy hand'il b^f^ildering touch, 

And, timid, ask'd that speaking eye, 
If parting pain'd thee lialf so much : 

I thought, and, oh ! forgive the thought, 
For who, by eyes like thine inspired. 

Could e'er resist the flattering fault 
Of fancying what his soul desired ? 

•Yes — I did think, in Gara's mind, 

Tiiough yet to Gaba's mind unknown, 

I left one infant wish behind. 

One feeling, which I calFd my own I 
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Oh blest ! though but in fincy blest, 

How did I ask of pita's care, 
To shield and strengUien in thy breast 

The nurslitig 1 had cradled there. 

And, many an hour beguiled by pleasure, 
And many an hour of sorrow numbering, 

I ne'er forgot the new-bom treasure 
I left within thy bosom slumbering. 

Perhaps, indifference has not chill'd it, 

Haply, it yet a throb may give — 
Yet no-— perhaps, a doubt has kill'd it ! 

Oh, Gara ! — does the infant live ? 



TO GARA, 



ON THE DAWNING OF A NEW YEAR's DAY. 



Wben midnight came to close the year. 
We sigh'd to think it thus should take 

The hours it gaye us — hours as dear 
As sympathy and love could make 

Their blessed moments ! every sun 

Saw us, my love, more closely one I 
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But, Gaea, when the dawn was nigh 

Which came another year to shed, 
The smile we caught from eye to eye 

Told us those moments were not fled ; 
Oh no ! — we felt, some future sun 
Should see us still more closely one ! 

Thus may we ever, side by side, 
From happy years to happier glide ; 
And still, my Gara, may the sigh 

We give to hours that vanish o*er us, 
Be follow'd by the smiling eye 

That Hope shall shed on scenes before us ! 

TO THE INVISIBLE GIRL.* 

They try to persuade me, my dear little sprite. 
That you are not a daughter of ether and light. 
Nor have any concern with those fanciful forms 
That dance upon rainbows and ride upon storms ; 
That, in short, you're a woman ; your lip and your 

breast 
As mortal as ever were tasted or pressed ! 

* This and the subsec[uent poem have appeared in the 
public prints. 
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But I will not believe them — ^no, Science I to you 
I l^ave long bid a l^st and a careless adieu : 
Still flying from Nature to study her laws, 
And dulling delight by exploring its cause, 
You forget how superior, for mortals below, 
Is the fiction they dream to the truth that they 

know. 
Oh ! who, that has ever had rapture complete, 
Would ask how we feel it, or why it is sweet ; 
How rays are confused, or how particles fly 
Through the medium refined of a glance or a sigh I 
Is there one, who but once would not rather have 

known it. 
Than written , with Harvey, whole volumes upon it ? 
No, no — but for you, my invisible love, 
I will swear you are one of those spirits that rove 
By the bank where at twilight the poet reclines, 
When the star of the west on his solitude shines. 
And the magical fingers of Fancy have hung 
Every breeze with a sigh, every leaf with a tongue ! 
Oh 1 whisper him then, 'tis retirement alone 
Can hallow his harp or ennoble its tone ; 
Like you, with a veil of seclusion between, 
His song to the world let him utter unseen^ 
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AxiA like yott, a legitimate child of the spheres, 
Escape from the eye to enrapture the eats ! 
Sweet spirit of mystery ! how I should lote, 
In the wearisome ways I am fated to rove. 
To hare you for ever invisibly nigh, 
Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh ! 
'Mid the crowds of the world and the murmurs 

of care, 
I might sometimes converse with my nymph of 

the air, 
And turn with disgust from the clamorous crew, 
To steal in the pauses one whisper from you. 

Oh ! come and be near me, for ever be mine. 
We shall hold in the air a communion divine. 
As sweet as, of old, was imagined to dwell 
In the grotto of Numa, or Socrates' c^U. 
•And oft, at those lingering moments of night, 
When the heart is weigh'd down and the eyelid is 

light. 
You shall come to my pillow and tell me of love. 
Such as angel to angel might whisper above ! 
Oh spirit!— ^and then, could you borrow the tone 
Of that voice, to my car so bewitchingly \nown. 
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The voice of the otte upm nlamh ^ who hds tiriiied' 
With her essence for ever mythenrt md'Hif fiuiiid ! 
Though lonely and feir from <die'light of her smile, 
And exile and weary and hopelessiiie while^ 
Goiild you shed for a moment that voice on my ear, 
I will think at that moment my Cara is neaff. 
That she comes with consoling enchantment to 

speak, 
And kisses my eyelid and sighs on my cheek, 
And tells me, the night shall go rapidly by. 
For the dawn of oar hope, of our heaven is nigh ! 

Sweet spirit ! if sitch be y6Ut magical power') 
It wiU lighten the lapse of full many an hour ; 
And let Fortune's realities frown as they -will, 
Hope, Fancy, and Gara may smile for me still I 

¥EkCE AND GLORY. 

WRITTEN AT THE 60MJtEm:EMElft 61^ Tflfi rRfiSENT ^AR* 

Where is now the smile that lighten'^ 

Every hero's couch of rest ? 
Where is now the hcpe that brighten'd 

Honour's eye and Pity's breast? 
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Have we lost the wreath we braided 
For our weary warrior men ? 

Is the faithless olive faded, 

Must the bay be pluck'd again ? 

Passing hour of sunny weather. 

Lovely, in your light awhile, 
Peace and Glory, wed together^ 

Wander'd through the blessed isle. 
And the eyes of Peace would glisten, 

Dewy as a morning sun. 
When the timid maid would listen 

To the deeds her chief had done. 

Is the hour of dalliance over ? 

Must the maiden's trembling feet 
Waft her from her warlike lover 

To the desert's still retreat ? 
Fare you well ! with sighs we banish 

Nymph so fair and guest so bright -, 
Yet the smile, with which you vanish, 

Leaves behind a soothing light ! 

Soothing light ! that long shall sparkle 
O'er your warrior's sanguine way, 
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Through the field where horrors darkle, 

Shedding Hope's consoling ray ! 
Long the smile his heart will cherish, 

To its absent idol true, 
While around him myriads perish, 

Glory still will sigh for you ! 



To , 1801. 

To be the theme of every hour 

The heart devotes to Fancy's power, 

When her soft magic fills the mind 

With friends and joys we've left behind. 

And joys return and friends are near^ 

And all are welcomed with a tear ! 

In the mind's purest seat to dwell. 

To be remeinber'd oft and well 

By one whose heart, though vain and wild. 

By passion led, by youth beguiled. 

Can proudly still aspire to know 

The feeling soul's divinest glow ! 

If thus to live in every part 

Of a lone weary wanderer's heart ; 
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If thus to bettS'Soleein^loy 

Can give thee one finnt gkom of joy, 

Believe it, Mar't I oh ! beKeye 

A tongue that never can deeeiv^. 

When passion doth not first betray 

And tinge the thought upon its iv^y 1 

In pleasure's dream or sorrow's hour, 

In crowded hall or lonely bower, 

The business of my life shall be. 

For ever, to remember thee ! 

And though that heart be dead to mtae, 

Since love is life and Wakes not Afaie, 

I'll take thy image> as the form 

Of something I should Idsg to warn, 

Which, though it yield no dnstrermg ttarai, 

Is not less dear, is lovely still ! 

I'll take it, wheresoeer I Ml^y, 

The bright, cold bttlthen of my -^ay ! 

To keep thi^ «embknce ffesh in bfaiol^, 

My heart shall be its gl6Hvifig tomb^ 

And love shall lend his sireetest iMe, 

With memory to etttbalm it there ! 
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SONG. 



Take back the n|^t thylip» of. art, 

In passion's moment bxeathed to me ; 
Yet, no— it-must not, will not* part> 
Tis now the liferbreath.of.my.heArt, 
And'has become too pore for thee ! 

Take back the kiss, that faithless si|^ 

With all the warmth of truth imprest ; 
Yety HO-— the fata) kis9 mayUe^ 
Upon thy lip its sweets would die. 
Or bloom to. make a riyal Jbkst I 

Take back the vows that, night and. day , 

My heart receiyed, I thought, from thine ; 
Yet, no— allow, them still to &tay,, 
They might some othjsr hewrt liietr^y, 
As sweetly as thp/ye miu'diaiAe j 
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A BALLAD. 
THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP. 

WEITTEN AT NORFOLK. IN TIRGIinA. 



*^ They tell of a young man -who lost his mind upon the 
death of a girl he loyed, and who, suddenly disappearing 
from his friends, was never afterwards heard of. As he had 
frequently said, in his ravings, that the girl was not dead, but 
gone to the Dismal Swamp, it is supposed he had wandered 
into that dreary wilderness, and had died of hunger, or been 
lost in some of its dreadfril morasses. — Anon, 

La Po^sie a ses monstres comme la Nature. — D'Alembe&t. 



" They made her a grave, too cold and damp 

^' For a soul so warm and true ; 
'^ And she's gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swamp,'*' 
"" Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

" She paddles her white canoe. 

" And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 

" And her paddle I soon shall hear ; 
" Long and loving our life shall be, 
" And ril hide the maid in a cypress tree, 
" When the footstep of Death is near ! ** 

♦ The Great Dismal Swamp is ten or twelve miles diiunt 
from Norfolk, and the Lake in the middle of it (about aeven 
loiles long) is called Drummond*s Pond. 
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Away to the Dismal Swamp he speed^*- 

His path was ragged and sore, 
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds. 
Through many a fen, where the serpent feeds, 

And man never trod before ! 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep. 

If slumber his eyelids knew, 
Be lay where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear and nightly steep 

The flesh with blistering dew ! 

And near him the she-wolf stirr'd the brake, 
And the coppep-snake breathed in his ear, 
Till he starting cried, from his dream awake, 
** Oh ! when shall I see the dusky Lake, 
** And the white canoe of my dear ?" 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick oyer its surface play'd — 
" Welcome," he said, ** my dear-one's light ! ** 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a night. 

The name of the death-cold maid I 
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Till he hoUow'd a boat of. tb« b]i;«b€n Imk^ 
Which carried him off t^m shores 

Far he follow^ditke meteor ^rk. 

The wind i(^a« high iaiid'.th« <Jau4s were^^rk. 
And the boat retaiBL'd-2iO;more. 

But oft, fiom the Indian h^t^r's ^mp, . 

This loyer and maid»so frae. 
Are seen, at.the.hour of midnig^it damp^ 
To cross the lal^ibyva.fire^y lampy. 

And paddle their; white papige ! 



EPISTLE III. 



TO THB 

MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF D LL, 



YOL. II, 



TO THE 

MARCfflONESS DOWAGER OF D LL. 

FROM BEEMUDAi JAIYOART, 1804. 

Ladt 1 where'er you roam, whatever beam 
Of bright creation warms your mimic dream ; 
Whether you trace the vaUey's golden meads, 
Where mazy Linth his lingering current leads ; * 
Enamour'd catch the mellow hues that sleep, 
At eye, on MeiUerie's immortal steep ; 
Or musing o'er the Lake, at day's decline, 
Mark the last shadow on the holy shrine, f 
Where, many a night, the soul of Tell complains 
Of Gallia's triumph and Helvetia's chains ; 
Oh I lay the pencil tar a moment by. 
Turn from the tablet that creative eye, 
And let its splendour, like the morning ray 
Upon a shepherd's harp, illume my lay I 

Tet, Lady ! no — for song so rude as mine, 
Chase not the wonders of your dream divine ; 

* Lady D., I tapposed, was at this time still in Switier- 
land, where the powers of her pencil must have been fre- 
^ently awakened. 

f The chapel of William Tell, on the Lake of Lnceme. 
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Still, radiaDt eye ! upon the tablet dwell ; 
Still, rosy finger ! weave your pictured spell ; 
And, while I sing the animated smiles 
Of fairy nature in these suh-born isles. 
Oh ! might the song mwake some bright design. 
Inspire a toud^ or prompt one hap{>y Une, 
Proud were my 4on\^ to tee iis humble thought 
On Painting's mirror so divinely ^caught^ 
And wond€!riiig <jb«nii», Irs lie (kaft'd to trace 
The faint c(Hice{ltidn kiodHang into gi^ce, 
Might loye tny iHtmbets for the ^ark they tfatew. 
And bless the lay Ihat kfnt a chtirm to you I 

Have you not oh^ in 'ttightly v«sioD, sira'y'd 
To the pure istes of eT«r-blooliiing«hade, 
Which bards of oUL, with UnAj taa^o, pkced 
For happry spirits in th* Atlantic wa^te ? ♦ 
There as ietieifnal gales, With frtigfraocfe wat-m, 
Breathed fromElysium through each shadowy form 

♦ M.^EMLiN«ay«>ink» Ahmde PiimiUft "liOrsque Stra- 
bon crut que les anciens the'ologiens et poetes placaient le« 
Champs Blys^s dans ies^ Isles de POcean Afekntiqiie, il 
n'enteadit rieo k leur doctrine." M. Ge^elin's supposition, 
I have no doubt, is the more correct ; but that of Strabo is, 
in the present instance, most to my puipose. 
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In eloquence of eye, and dreams of song, 

Tbey charmed theis lap^ie of nigbtkas hours along! 

Nor yet in song that mortal ear may suit, 

For every spirit was itself a lute 

Where Virtue watoi'd, with ely^Han breese, 

Pure tones of thought and mental bairmoaiea! 

Believe me, Lady, when the zephyrs bland 

Floated our bark to this enchanted land, 

These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown. 

Like studs of emerald o'er a silver %oxke ; 

Not all the charm, that ethnic £emcy gave 

To blessed arbours o'er the western wave. 

Could wake a dream, more soothing or sublime, 

Of bowers ethereal and the' spirit's clime ! 

♦ 

The mom was lovely, every wave was still, 
WJien the first perfume of a cedar-hill 
Sweetly awaked us, and with smiling charms 
The fairy harbour woo'd us to its arms. * 



* Noibiqg can be more roqukntic than (be lit^e harbour of 
St. George. The number of heantiful islets, the singular clear- 
ness of the water, and the animated play of the graceful litde 
boats, gliding for ever between the islands, an4 seeming to 
sail from one cedar-groTe into another, form all together the 
sweetest miniature of nature that can be imagined. 



54 EPISTLES, ODES, 

Gently we stole, before the languid wind, 
Through plaintain shades, that like an awning 

twined 
And kiss'd on either side the wanton sails, 
Breathing our welcome to these yernal vales ; 
While far reflected, o'er the wave serene, 
Each wooded island sheds so soft a green, 
That the enamour'd keel, with whispering play, 
Through liquid herbage seem'd to steal its way I 
Neyer did weary bark more sweetly glide, 
Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide ! 
Along the margin , many a brilliant dome. 
White as the palace of a Lapland gnome, 
Brighten'd the wave ; in every myrtle grove 
Secluded bashful, like a shrine of love. 
Some elfin mansion sparkled through the shade ; 
And, while the foliage interposing play'd. 
Wreathing the structure into various. grace. 
Fancy would love in many a form to trace 
The flowery capital, the shaft, the porch, '^ 
And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 

* This is an allusion which, to the few who are fanciful 
enough to indulge in it, renders the scenery of Bermuda 
particularly interesting. In the short but beautiful twilight 
of their spring evenings, the whito cotuges scattered over 
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Lighted me back to all the glorious days 
Of Attic genius ; and I seem'd to gaze 
On marble, from the rich Pentelic mount, 
Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad's fount. 

Sweet airy being I*^ who, in brighter hours, 
Liyed on the perfume of these honey'd bowers. 
In velvet buds, at evening loved to lie. 
And win with music every rose's sigh ! 
Though weak the magic of my humble strain 
To charm your spirit from its orb again, 
Tet, oh ! for her, beneath whose smile I sing, 
For her (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
Were dimm'd or ru£Eled by a wintry sky, 
Gould smooth its feather and relume its dye), 

the iaUnds, and but partially teen through the trees that sur- 
round them, assume often the appearance of little Grecian 
temples, and hncj may embellish the poor fisherman^s hut 
with column^ which the pencil of Claude might imitate. I 
had one fayourite object of this kind in my walks, which the 
hospitality of its owner robbed me of, by asking me to visit 
him. He was a plain good man, and received me well and 
warmly, but I never could turn his house into a Grecian 
temple again. 

* Ariel. Among the many charms which Bermuda has for 
a poetic eye, we cannot for an instant forget that it is the 
scene of Shakespeare's Tempest, and that here he conjured 
up the " delicate Ariel," who alone is worth the whole 
heaven of ancient mythology. 
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A moment wander firom your sUrry spbeira. 
And if the lime-tree f^oye thajt once was d«ar. 
The sunny waye^ the bower, the breezy hill. 
The sparkling grotto can delight you still,^ 
Oh ! take their £Eiirest tint, their softest light. 
Weave all their beauty into dreams of night, 
And, while the lovely artist slumbering lies. 
Shed the warm picture o'er her mental eyes ; 
Borrow for sleep her own creative spells, 
And brightly show what song but faintly tells ! 



THE GENIUS OF HARMONY. 

AN IRREGULAR ODE. 



▲D BAEMONIAM GANERB MUKDUM, 

CiGlBRO, de NaU Deor. lib. 3. 



There lies a shell beneath the waves, 
In many a boHow winding wreathed^ 
Such as of old, 
Echoed the breath that warbling sea-maids 

breathed ; 

This magic shell 
From the white bosom of a syren fell, 
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As once she wander'd by the tide that laves 
Sicilians sand of gold. 
It bears 
Upon its shining side, the mystic notes 

Of those entrancing airs*^ 
The Genii of the deep were wont to swell, 
When Heaven's eternal oii>s their midnight music 
roll'd ! 
Oh ! seek it, wheresoe'er it floats ; 
And, if the power 
Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear, 

Go, bring the bright shell to my bower, 
And I will fold thee in such downy dreams, 

* In the " Histoire naturelle des Antilles,^ there is an 
account of some curious shells, found at Curacoa, on the 
back of -which were lines, filled with musical characters so 
distinct and perfect, that the writer assures us a very charm- 
ing trio was sung from one of them. '' On le nomme mu- 
sical, parce qu'il porte sur le dos dcs lignes noir&tres pleines 
de notes, qui out une esp^ce de cle' pour les mettre en chant, 
de sorte que Ton dirait qu'il ne manque que la lettre k cette 
tablature natnrelle. Ce curieux gentilhomme (M. du Montel) 
rapporte qu'il en a tu qui avaient cinq lignes, une cle, et des 
notes, qui formaient un accord parfait. Quelqu^un y avait 
ajout^ la lettre, que la nature avait oublie'e, et la faisait chan- 
ter en forme de trio, dont Pair ^tait fort agreable.*^ Chap. 19. 
art. II. The author adds, a poet might imagine that these 
shells were used by the Syrens at their concerts. 

3. 
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As lap the spirit of the seventh sphere, 
When Luna's distant tone falls faintly on his ear \ * 
And thou shalt own. 
That, through the circle of creation's zone, 
Where matter darkles or where spirit beams ; 
From the pellucid tides, f that whirl 
The planets through their maze of song, 

* According to Cicero, and bis commentator, Hacrobius, 
the lunar tone is the gravest and faintest on the planetary 
heptachord. " Qnam ob causam sunmias ille coeli stellifer 
cursus, cujus conversio est concitatior, acuto et excitato mo- 
Tctar sono: gravissimo autem hie lunaris atque infinras.^ 
Somn. Scip. Because, says Magrobius, " spiritu at in extre- 
mitate languescente jam yoMtur, et propter angustias quibus 
penultimus orbis arctatur impetu leniore oonTertitur.** In 
Somn. Scip. lib. 3. cap. 4* 1^ is not very easy to under- 
stand the ancients in their musical arrangement of the hea* 
venly bodies. See Ptolem. lib. 3. 

Leore Hebreo, pursuing the idea of Aristotle, that the 
heavens are animal, attributes their harmony to perfect and 
reciprocal love. *' Non per5 manca fra loro 11 perfecto e re- 
ciproco amore : la causa principale, che ne mostra i]L loru 
amore, h la lor amicizia armoniaca e la concordanza, che 
pcrpetuamente si trova in loro." Dialog* a. di AmorCy p. 58. 
This " reciproco amore" of Leone is the (ptX^riig of the 
ancient Empedocles, vvho seems, in his Love and Hate of the 
Elements,, to have given a glimpse of the principles pf attrac- 
tion and repulsion. See the fragment to which I allude in 
Laertius, AAAdTf fitf (PiXdrt/rty ovit^x^fiif . ». r. A. 
lib. 8. cap. 3. n. I3. 

i- Leucippus, the atomist, imagined a kind of vortices in 
the heavens, which he borrowed from Anaxagoras, and pos- 
sibly suggested to Descartes. 
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To the small rill, that weeps along 
Murmuring o'er beds of pearl ; 
From the rich sigh 
Of the sun's arrow through an evening sky,* 
To the faint breath the tuneful osier yields 

Ott Afric's burning fields ;t 
Oh I thou shalt owa thb universe divine 

Is mine I 
That I respire in all and all in me, 
One mighty mingled soul of boundless harmony ! 

Welcome, welcome mystic shell ! 
Many a star has ceased to burn, § 
Many a tear has Saturn's urn 

* Heaaglides, upon the allegories of Homea, conjectures 
that the idea of the harmony of the spheres originated with 
this poet, who, in representing the solar beams as arrows, 
supposes them to emit a peculiar sound in the air. 

•f In the account of Africa which d^ABLA5C0UAT has trans- 
lated, there is mention of a tree in that country, whose 
branches when shaken by the hand produce very sweet 
sounds. " Le m^me auteur (Abekzegaa) dit, qu'il y a un 
certain arbre, qui produit des gaules comme d'osier, et qu''en 
les prenant k la main et les branlant, elles font une esp^e 
d'faarmonie fort agr^able,'' etc. etc. — DAfiique de Maamol. 

J Alluding to the extinction, or at least the disappearance, 
of some of those fixed stars, which we are taught to conside^i 
as suns, attended each by its system. Desgaates thought tha 
our earth might formerly have been a sun, which became ob 



bo fel^lSTLES, ODES, 

O'er the cold bosom of the oceskn wept,^ 
Since thy aerial spell 
Hath in the waters slept 1 ' 
Illy, 
With the bright treasure to my choral sky, 
Where she, whq waked its early swell, 
The syren, with a foot of fire, 
Walks o'er the great string of my Orphic Lyre,t 
Or gnides around the burning pole 
The winged chariot of some blissful soul ! § 
While thou ! 
Oh, son of earth ! what dreams shall rise for thee ! 
Beneath Hispania's sun, 

scured by a thick incnisUtion over its surface. This pro- 
bably snggested the idea of a central fire. 

* PoaPHTRT says, that Pythagoras held the sea to be a tear. 
T^y SatAicrricy ft,%i %nMk%i ufm ikttfv^f. — De Vit. And 
some one else, if I mistake not, has added the Planet Satnm 
as the sonrce of it. Empedocles, with similar affectation, 
called the sea " the sweat of the earth r" ti^fmrtt rjff yjjf . 
See RiTTERSHUsius upon Porphtrt, I9um. 41. 

f The system of the harmonised orbs was styled by the 
ancients the Great Lyre of Orpheus, for which Luciah ac- 
counts, i i^ Ao^ji ivrrmfitTOf firm rjyv r«y fttf^tt&f isff «y 
tt^fMfmi 9Vftfi«iX}itT$* «. r. A. in Astrolog. 

^f9 fM5-«V9 >MM tfcfiifimmnf 'QX EIS OXHMA. Platoit. 
Jimaus, 
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Thoult see a streamlet run, 
Which I have warm'd with dews of melody ; * 

Listen !— •when the night wind dies 
Down the stiU current, like a harp it sighs ! 
A liquid chord is every wave that flows, 
An airy plectrum every breeze that blows ! f 
There, by that wondrous stream. 
Go, lay thy languid brow. 
And I will send thee such a god-like dream, 
Such^-mortal I mortal I hast thou beard of him, § 
Who, many a night, with his primordial lyre,** 
Sate on the chill Pangaean mount, f f 

* This musical river is mentioned in the romance of 
Achilles Tatins. Eirti w^ra/nif *** ijf ^ mnMom ^tXnt 
ry v^Tog A«A»yr0f. The Latin yersion, in supplying the 
hiatus, which is in the original, has placed the river in His- 
pania. " In Hispania quoque fluvius est, quern primo aspec- 
tu," etc. etc. 

i* These two lines are translated from tlic words of Achilles 
Tatias. £«y y«ip cXiy^s auf*«s %ts rtts i^tms tfiwtoiiy 
rtf fitf v^p ttf X^p^ii ttpistTttt, TO ^ ^ntufitt m ttiUr^s 
7r?^9f»Tp0f yiftrm. to ptvfut S^ ms xt^pm XaXu. Lih. a. 

$ Orpheus. 

** They call his lyre ttpp^m«Tp«irof. ivrt^x^p^f Op^tttf. 
See a curious work by a professor of Greek at Venice, in- 
titled ^* Hebdomades, sive septem de septenario libri." Lib. 4* 
cap. 3. p.'^i77. 

ti" Eratosthenes, telling the extreme veneration of Orpheus 
for Apollo, says that he was jiccustomed to go to the Pangaean 
mountain at day-break, and there wait the rising of the sun, 
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And, looking to the orient dim, 
Watched the first flowing of that sacred fount, 

From which his soul had drunk its fire I 
Oh ! think what visions, in that lonely hour, 

Stole o'er his musing breast ! 
What pious ecstasy^ 
Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power, 

Whose seal upon this world imprest f 
The various forms of bright divinity ! 

Or, dost thou know what dreams I wove, 
'Mid the deep horror of that silent bower, § 

that he might be the first to hail its beams. Ewt'/Uffttt4f 

Tf T9f 9»tCT4fp KaVM Ttlf iifBlf^f fJTI TO S^Sf TS KMXM" 

/Mfvsf nmYYm$ff 9Fp$otf^t9t r«f «f«r«A«(> Ivm i/)y r«f 

* There are tome verses of Oepheus preserved to us, which 
contain sublime ideas of the unitj and magnificence of the 
Deity. As those which Justiv Mabttr has produced : 

Xptf0Vi« ffi Bffify «• r. A. j^d Grcec. cohortat. 

It is thought by some, that these are to be reckoned 
amongst the fabrications which were fre^ent in the early 
times of Christianity. Still it appears doubtful to whom we 
should impute them ; they are too pious for the Pagans, and 
too poetical for the Fathers. 

i* In one of the Hymns of Oapbeus, he attributes a figured 
seal to Apollo, with which he imagines that deity to have 
sumped a variety of forms upon the universe. 

J Alluding to the cave near Samos, where Pythagoras de- 
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Where the rapt Samian slept his holy slumber? 
When, free 
From eyery earthly chain, 
From wreaths of pleasure and from bonds of pain, 

His spirit flew through fields above. 
Drank at the source of Nature's fontal number, * 
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move 
The stars of song, Heaven's burning minstrelsy I 
Such dreams, so heavenly bright, 
I swear 
By the great diadem that twines my hair. 
And by the seven gems that sparkle there, f 

voted the greater part of his days and nights to meditation 
and the mysteries of his philosophy. JambUch. de F'it, This, 
as HoLSTEHius remarks, was in imitation of the Magi. 

* The tetractys, or sacred number of the Pythagoreans, 
on which they solemnly swore, and which they called intyuv 
MvtfV ^99iii$y " the fountain of perennial nature.** Ldciah 
has ridiculed this religious arithmetic very finely in his Sale 
of Philosophers. 

i* This diadem is intended to represent the analogy be> 
tween the notes of music and the prismatic colours. Wc find 
in Plutarch a yague intimation of this kindred harmony in 
colours and sounds. 0^^lf ri jusi suff^ fitT» (futtis n 
»Mt ^«r«f T$if ipfMfmf f jri^tfiftftfv. De Musica* 

Cassiodoeus, whose idea I may be supposed to haye hot-' 
rowed, says, in a letter upon music to Boetius, '* Ut diadema 
oculis, yaria luce gemmarum, sic cythara diyersitate soni, 
blanditur auditui.** This is indeed the only tolerable thought 
in the letter. Lib. 3. f^arlar. 
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Mingling their beams 
In a soft iris of harmonious light. 

Oh, mortal ! such shall be thy radiant dreams! 



EPISTLE IV. 

TO 

GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ. 



TO GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ. 
OF NORFOLK, VIRGINIA.* 

FROM BBRBIUDA, JANUARY, l8o4* 



KEINH A'HNEMOESZA KAI ATPOnOX, 'OIA 0'AAI- 
nAHSy AI0TIHS KAI MAAAON EniAFOMOS HEHEF 

'innoix, noNTA enesthfiktai. 

Callimagh. Hymn* in DeL y. ii. 

Oh what a tempest whirVd us hither ! f 
Winds, whose savage breath could wither 

* This gentleman is attached to the British consulate at 
Norfolk. His talents are worthy of a much higher sphere, 
but the excellent disposiuons of the family with whom he 
resides, and the cordial. repose he envoys amongst some of 
the kindest hearu in the world, should be almost enough 
to atone to him for the worst caprices of fortune. The consul 
himself, Colonel Hamilton, is one among the yery few in- 
stances of a man, ardently loyal to his king, and yet beloyed 
by the Americans. His house is the yery temple of hospi- 
tality, and I sincerely pity the heart of that stranger who, 
warm from the welcome of such a board, and with the taste 
of such Madeira still upon his lips, *' col dolce in bocca,** 
could sit down to ynrite a libel on his host, in the true spirit 
of a modern philosophist. See the Trai^eU of the Dure de 

LA ROGHEFOUCAULT LlANCOUET, yol. 3. 

i* We were' seyen days on our passage from Norfolk to 
Bermuda, during three of which we were forced to lay-to 
in a gale of wind. The Driyer sloop of war, in which I 
went, was built at Bermuda of cedar, and is accounted an 
excellent sea-boat. She was then commanded by my very 
regretted friend Captain Compton, who in July last was 
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All the light and languid Bowers 

That bloom in Spicmus' bowers ! 

Yet think not^ George, that Fancy's charm 

Forsook me in this rude alarm. 

When close they reerd the tioiid sail. 

When, every plank complaining loud, 
We laboured in the midnight gale. 

And even our haughty main-mast bow'd ! 
The muse, in that unlovely hour, 
Benignly brought her soothing power, 
And, 'midst the war of waves and wind, 
In song's elysian lapp'd my mind ! 
She open'd, with her golden key, 

The casket where my memory lays 
Those little gems of poesy. 

Which time has saved from ancient days ! 
Take one of these, to Lais sung, 
I wrote it while my hammock swung. 
As one might write a dissertation 
Upon '' suspended animation !" 

killed aboard the Lilly, in an acUon with a French prirateer. 
Poor Compton ! he fell a victim to the strange impolicy of 
allowing such a miserable thing as the LiUy to remain in the 
serrice; so small, crank, and nnmanageable, that a. well 
manned merchantman was at any time a match for her. 
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Sweetly* you kiss, my Lais dear! 
But, while you kiss, I feel a tear, 
Bitter as those when kyv«rs pairt, 
In mystery from your eye-lid start I 
Sadly you lean your head to mine, 
And round my neck in Silence twine, 
Your hair along my bosom Spread, 
All humid with the tears you shed '! 
Have 1 not kiss*d those lids of Snow ? 
Yet still, my love, like founts they flow, 
Bathing our cheeks, whene'er they meet — 
Why is it thus ? Ai> tell me, sweet 1 

'*' This epigram is by Paulus Silentiarius, and may be 
foand in the Analecta of Brunck, vol. 3. p. 7a. But as the 
reading there is Mttetvhac differilit from *vvliBt I kav« fol- 
lowed in this translation, I shall giye it as I had it in my 
memory at the time, find as it is in ftEiirsiDs, who, 1 believe, 
first produced the tpigratu. See hAS-P^emata, 

'Hh> fitf 1071 ifiXnfim TO A«iJ«0' i^ J^tftfTiTf 
Au^im fin fit A/flTjyf* irrf y«^ •ftcrnvfttrm. 



n 
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All, Lais ! are my bodings right ? 
Am I to lose you? is to-nigfat 
Our last— go, false to Heaven and me ! 
Tour very tears are treachery. 



Such, while in air I floating hung, 

Such was the strain, Morgante mio ! 
The Muse and I together sung, 

With Boreas to make out the trio. 
But, bless the little fairy islel 

How sweetly, after all our ills. 
We saw the dewy morning smile 

Serenely o'er its fragrant hiUs ! 
And felt the pure, elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow 
With honey freshness, caught by stealth 
Warm from the very lips of health ! 

Oh I could you view the scenery dear, 
That now beneath my window lies, 

Tou'd think that Nature layish'd here 
Her purest wave, her softest skies. 
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To make a Heaven for Love to sigh in, 
For bards to live and saints to die in I 
Close to my wooded bank below> 

In gUssy calm the waters sleep, 
And to the sun4)eam proudly show 

The coral socks they love 'to steep ! * 
The fainting breese of morning fails, 

The drowsy boat moves slowly past, 
And I can almost touch its sails 

That languish idly round the mast. 
The sun has now profusely given 
The flashes of a noontide heaven. 
And, as the wave reflects his beams, 
Another Heaven its sur&ce seems ! 
Blue light and clouds of silvery tears 

So pictured o'er the waters lie. 
That every languid bark appears 

To float along a burning sky ! 

* The water is so dear around the iiland, that the rocks 
are seen beneath to a yerj great depth, and as we entered 
the harhoar, they appeared to ns so near the surface, that 
it seemed impossible we should not strike on them. There 
is no necessity, of course, for heaTing the lead, and the negro 
pilot, looking down at the rocks from the bow of the ship, 
takes her through this difficult naTigation, with a skill and 
confidence which seem to astonish some of the oldest sailors. 



n 
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Oh I for tbe boat the asgel ^tc* 

To him, wfao ia Ids heaTCtt-waid flight, 
SaiVd, o'er the Son's ethereal wave, 

To planet-isles of odorous light ! 
Sweet Venus, whMt a etime ht fouttd 
Within th^ orb's ambrosial round ! f 
There spring the breeses, rkh aud traran. 

That pant aroond thy twilight car ; 
There angeb dwells so pure of fonu, 

That each appears a lining star ! § 

^ In KiacHsa's '* Extatic Journey to Heauetij*^ Cosmiel, 
the genius of the world, gives Theodidactas a boat of as- 
bestos, with which he eiabarkfe into che mgioas lof the suii. 
" Vides (says Cosmiel) banc asbestinam nayicnlam commo- 
ditati tn» prsparatam.** Itinerar. i. dial. t. cap. '5. There 
are some yery straiige fiMMies in this work of Kircher. 

•f When the genios of the world and his feUow-traveller 
arriye at the plapet Venns, thej find an island of loveliness, 
full of odours and itfteltigtfiifies, whew angek pvende, wlio 
shed the. cosmetic influence of this planet over the earth; 
such being, according lo astrologers, the ** tis infitOLiva*' of 
Venus. When thej are in this part of the heayens, a ca- 
soistiosl question <icodrs Co Theo&daetin, and he ttsks 
** Whether hapiism aaay be p e i fo tine d wkh >tlie ^pvaten •f ^^ 
nlis?'^^*' An acquis globi Veaetishapdams instttBi (pdssic?*' 
to which the genios answer^, " OrtMnty.*' 

} This idea is f ATfifia KtacaKuH. ^ Tot animatos soles 
dixisses.** tUnerar, 1. dial. k. cap. 5. 
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These are the sprites, oh radiant queen ! 

Thou send'st so often to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen, 

Thy planet's brightning balm to shed ; 
To make the eye's enchantment clearer, 

To give the cheek one rose-bud more, 
And bid that flushing lip be dearer. 

Which had been, ob I too deav befSoce I 

But, whither means tlto Muse to roam ? 

Tis time to> call the wanderer home. 

Who c6uld have ever thou|;ht to search lier 

Up in the clouds with Father Kircher? 

So, health and love to all your mansion ! 

• Long may the bowl that pleasures bloom ia» 

The flow of hearty the soul's expansion. 

Mirth, and song, your board illumine ! 
Fare you well — remember too. 

When cups are flowing to the brim^ 
That here is one who drinks to you, 

And, oh !— -as warmly drink to hdm. 



YOL. n. 
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THE RING. 

TO , 180I. 

No— lady 1 lady I keep the ring; 

Oh ! think how many a future year, 
Of placid smile and downy wing, 

May sleep within its holy sphere ! 

Do not disturb their tranquil dream, 
Though loye hath ne'er the mystery warm'd. 

Yet Heaven will shed a soothing beam, 
To bless the bond itself hath form'd. 

But then, that eye, that burning eye ! 

Oh I it doth ask, with magic power. 
If Heaven can ever bless the tie 

Where Love inwreathes no genial flower I 

Away, away, bewildering look ! 

Or all the boast of Virtue's o'er ; 
Go — hie thee to the sage's book. 

And learn from him to feel no more ! 

I cannot warn thee ! every touch. 
That brings my pulses close to thine, 

Tells me I want thy aid as much^ 

Oh ! quite as much, as thou dost mine ! 
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Yet stey, dear love— one effort yet— 

A moment turn those eyes away. 
And let me, if I can, forget 

The light that leads my soul astray I 

Thou say'st that we were bom to meet, 
That our hearts bear one common seal, — 

Oh, lady ! think, how man's deceit 
Can seem to sigh and feign to feel ! 

When o'er thy face some gleam of thought. 
Like day-beams through the morning air. 

Hath gradual stole, and I have caught 
The feeling ere it kindled there : 

The sympathy I then betrayed, 

Perhaps was but the child of art ; 
The guile of one who long hath play'd 

With all these wily nets of heart. 

Oh ! thou hast not my virgin vow I 
Though few the years I yet have told. 

Canst thou believe I lived till now, 
With loveless heart or senses cold ? 

Mo — many a throb of bliss and pain, 
For many a maid, my soul hath proved ; 
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With some I wa|it0ft'd wiU <uid v^n, 
While some I triUyj» dearly l^v^ I 

The cheek to thine I fondly lay, 
To theirs hath been as fondly laid ; 

The words tQ ^b^e I w^rn^y say, 
To thew b^v.^ b^en ^ls ws^riply s^. 

Then, scorn at once a languid heart, 
Which long hath lost its early spring ; 

Think of th^ ppre, bright f^ ^u aft, 
And"rr4L<^ the rii^ oh I keep the rin^. 

Enough — now, turn thine eyes again ; 

What, still that look an^ stiU that sigh ! 
Dost thou not feel ipy cpnoael then ? 

Oh ! no, beViTY^ l-rOMT do I. 

While thus to mine thy bosom lies. 

While thus our breaths commingling glow^ 

'Twere more than woiiian, to be wise, 
Twere yioffe than i^aB» to wiah thee sq ! 

Did we not love so true, so dear. 
This lapse could never be forgiven ; 

But hearts so. JMid ^ad )ifs s». Beaiv-«- 
Give 49^ th(r<in09 •'mI xMMr-r*4)h heavoi ! 
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TO 



ON SEEING HER WlTtl A WHITE TEIL AlfD A RICH 

GIR0LE. 



MAPFAPITAI AHAOTSI AAKPTQN POON. 

jfp. ^Vicephor. in Oneirocritico, 



Put off the vestal vfeil, nor, ok ! 

Let weeping angels view it ; 
Your ckeeks belk its yirgin snoW) 

And blush tepeBtidg thtoogh it« 

Put off the fatal &sbt>e you treat-; 

The lucid pearls around it 
Are tears that fell from Virtue there 

The hour that Love unbound it. 
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THE RESEMBLANCE. 



TO cercand' io 



Donna, qaant' e posaibile, in altrui 
La desiata yosora forma yera. 

Petaaag. Sonett, 14. 

Yes, if 'twere any common love 

That led my pliant heart astray, 
I grant, there's not a power above 

Gould wipe the faithless crime away ! 

But, 'twas my doom to err with one 

In every look so like to thee, 
That, oh I beneath the blessed su n. 

So fair there are but thou and she ! 

Whatever may be her angel birth, 

She was thy lovely perfect twin, 
And wore the only shape on earth 

That could have charm'd my soul to sin I 

Your eyes !— the eyes of languid doves 
Were never half so like each other ! 

The glances of the baby loves 
Resemble less their warm-eyed mother ! 
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Her lip ! — oh, call me not false-hearted, 

When such a lip I fondly press'd ; 
'Twas Love some melting cherry parted, 

Gave thee one half and her the rest ! 

And when, with all thy murmuring tone, 

They sued, half-open, to be kiss*d, 
I could as soon resist thine own. 

And them. Heaven knows ! I ne'er resist. 

Then, 9com me not, though false I be, 
'Twas love that waked the dear excess ; 

My heart had been more true to thee. 
Had mine eye prized thy beauty less ! 



TO 



When I loved you, I can't but allow 
T had many an exquisite minute ; 

But the scorn that I feel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it ! 

Thus, whether we're on or we're off, 
Some witchery seems to await you ; 

To love you is pleasant enough. 

And, oh ! 'tis delicious to hate you ! 
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FROM THE GREEK OF MELEAGER.* 

Fill high the cup wUh Uquicl flame. 
And speak my HfUODOfti's name ! 
Repeat its magic o'er and o'er. 
And let the sound my lips adore. 
Sweeten the breeze, and mingling swim 
On every bowl's voluptuous brim ! 

Give me the wreath tfaart withers there. 

It W9S but hist delicious night 
It hung upon her wavy harr, 

And cau{^ fa^t eyes' reflected light ! 
Oh ! haste, and twine it round my brow ; 
It breathes of Heliodora now ! 

The loving rose-'bud drops a tear, 
To see the nymph no longer here, 
No longer, where she used to lie. 
Close to my heart's devoted sigh ! 

Ei^rtf 0V9 MK^tiTit r« y?»»9 fiuwy ^m^* 
K«< /Kof r«y )8^c;^i^yT» fcv^dis xat X^'Z^' tofrtt, 

Amc^vti ^i?i%^tif9 itw ^•i^ty inriMtf uttfut 

Brunck. Analect, torn. i. p, 28. 
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LINES, 

WRITTEN IN A SlOAll A.^ SBA« 

That sky of clouds is not the sky 
To light a lover to the pillow 

Of her he loves — 
The swell of yonder foaming billow 
Resembles not the happy sigh 

That rapture moves. 

Tet do I feel more tranquil now 
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean, 

In this dark hour, 
Than when, in transport's young emotion, 
I've stolen, beneath the evening star, 

To Julia's bower. 

Oh I there's a holy calm profound 
In awe like this, that ne'er was given 

To rapture's thrill ; 
'Tis as a solemn voice from Heaven, 
And the soul, listening to the sound, 

Lies mute and stiO ! 

4. 
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'Tis true, it talks of danger nighy 

Of slombering with the dead to-morrow 

In the cold deep. 
Where pleasure's throb or tears of sorrow 
No more shall wake the heart or eye. 

But all must sleep ! 

Well ! — there are some, thou stormy bed, 
To whom thy sleep would be a treasure ; 

Oh ! most to him. 
Whose lip hath drain'd life's cup of pleasure, 
.Nor left one honey drop to shed 

Round misery's brim. 

Tes — he can smile serene at death : 

Kind Heaven ! do thou but chase the weeping 

Of friends who love him ; 
Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping, 
Where sorrow's sting or envy's breath 

No more shall move him. 
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ODES TO NEA ; 

WRITTEN AT BERMUDA. 



NEA TTPANMEI. 

EuAipiD. Medea. ▼. 967 • 

Nat, tempt me not to love again, 

There was a time when love Wjas sweet ; 
Dear Nea I had I known thee then, 

Our souls had not been slow to meet ! 
But, oh I this weary heart hath run, 

So many a time, the rounds of pain. 
Not even for thee, thou lovely one ! 

Would I endure such pangs again. 

If there be climes where never yet 
The print of Beauty's foot was set. 
Where man may pass his loveless nights 
Unfever'd by her false delights — 
Thither my wounded soul would fly. 
Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 
Should bring no more their bliss, their pain, 
Or fetter me to earth again! 
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Dear absent girl ! whose eyes of liglit, 

Though little prized when aU my own^ 
Now float before me, soft and bright 

As when they first enamouring shone ! 
How many hours of idle waste^ 
Within those witching arms embraced, 
Unmindful of the fleeting day. 
Have I dissolved life's dream away ! 
bloom of time profusely shed ! 
O moments ! simply, vainly fled, 
Yet Sweetly too — for love peifamed 
The flame which thus my life consumed ; 
And brilliant was the chain of flowers 
In which he led my victim-hours ! 

Say, Nea dear ! couldst thou, like her, 
When warm to feel and quick to err. 
Of loving fond, of roving fonder. 
My thoughtless soul might wish to wander, 
Couldst thou, like her, the wish reclaim, 

Endearing still, reproaching never. 
Till all my heart should bum with shame. 

And be thy own more fix*d than ever ? 
No, no — on earth there's only one 

Gould bind such faithless folly fast : 
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And sure on eartli 'tis I alone 

Gould make 8ach tirtae false at last \ 

Nea ! the heart which she foraook, 

For thee were but' a worthless shrine — 
Goy loyely girl, that angel look 

Must thrill a soul more pure than mine. 
Oh ! thou shalt be all else to me, 

That heart can feel or tongue can feign ; 
rU praise, admire, and worship thee. 

But must not, dare not, love again. 



TALE ITEA OMHE GAVE. 

PtoPBET. lib. ir. cleg. 8. 



1 PRAT yoii, let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore, 

Where late we thoughtless stray'd ; 
'Twas not for us, whom Heaven intends 
To be no more than simple friends, 

Such lonely walks were made. 

That little bay where, winding in 
From Ocean's rude and angry din 



1 
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(As lovers steal to bliss). 
The billows kiss the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again, 

As though they did not kiss ! 

Remember, o'er its circling flood 

In what a dangerous dream we stood — 

The silent sea before us. 
Around us, all the gloom of grove, 
That e*er was spread for guilt or love, 

No*eye but Nature's o'er us ! 

I saw you blush, you felt me tremble, 
In vain would formal art dissemble 

All that we wish'd and thought ; 
Twas more than tongue could dare reveal, 
'Twas more than virtue ought to feel. 

But all that })assion ought ! 

I stoopM to cull, with faltering hand, 
A shell that, on the golden sand. 

Before us faintly gleam'd ; 
I raised it to your lips of dew, 
Tou kiss'd the shell, I kiss'd it too — 

Grood Heaven I how sweet it seem'd I 
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Oh ! trust me, 'twas a place, an hour, 
The worst that e'er temptation's power . 

Gould tangle me or you in I 
Sweet Nea I let us rOam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore, 

Such walks will be our ruin ! 



You read it in my languid eyes, 

And there alone should love be read ; 

Tou hear me say it all in siglis. 

And thus alone should love be said. 

Then dread no more ; I will not speak ; 

Although my heart to anguish thrill, 
111 spare the burning of your cheek. 

And look it all in silence still ! 

Heard you the wish I dared to name, 
To murmur on that luckless night. 

When passion broke the bonds of shame, 
And love grew madness in your sight ? 

Divinely through the graceful dance. 
You seem'd to float in silent song. 
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Bending to earth that beamy glance, 
As if to light j<mx wUfB along ! 

Oh ! how could others dare to touch 
That hallowed form with hand so free^ 

When but to look was bliss too much. 
Too rare for all but Heaven and me ! 

• 

With smiling eyes, tfaatiittle thought 
How fatal were the beams they threw, ' 

My trembling hands you lightly caught, 
And round me, like a spirit, flew. 

Heedless of all, I wildly turned, 

My soul forgot— nor, oh ! condemn, 

That when such eyes before me bum'd. 
My soul forgot all eyes but them ! 

I dared to speak in sobs of bliss. 
Rapture of every thought bereft me, 

I would have clasped you— oh, even this I— 
But, with a bound, you blushing left mm* 

Forget, forget that night's offence, 

Forgive it, if, alas ! you can ; 
'Twas love, 'twas paasioD'^'-soul and seltfo*^ 

Twas all the best and woist of man I 
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That momenty did jthe mingM eyes 
Of Heaven and earth my madttess view, 

I should have -seen, thmiigh earth and skies, 
But you alone, bat oaly ybm ! 

Did not a fro'vn from you reprove, 

Myriads of eyes to me were none ; 
I should have— oh, nay only love I 
^My life ! what should I not have done ? 



A DREAM OF ANTIQUITY. 

I JUST had turn'd the classic page, 

And traced that happy period over, 
When love could warm the proudest sage, 

And wisdom grace the tenderest loter 1 
Before I laid me down to sleep, 

Upon the bank awhile I stood. 
And saw the vestal planet weep 

Her tears of light on ArieVs flood. 

My heart was full of Fancy's dream. 
And, as I watch'd the playful stream. 
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Seem'd, as to Uilfr, who dairUing tor^ 
Amid the lone H^teyiiian grorM, 
Appear the tottntk^ bivdis of light;, 
That sparkle ill the leai^s at *if ht. 
And from their wings diffiise a ray 
Along the traveller'^ weafy trfey 1 * 
'Twas light i»f that myst^oos kind^ 

Through whicb tht sool is doom'd.to roam 
When it has left this World bdiitad, 

And gone to seek its heayedly home ! 
And, NfiA, thoti didst look abd more, 

Like any bloomi&g soal 6f Uist^ 
That wanders to its home abo^e 

Through miU and shadowy light lik« tkis ! 

But now, methought, we stole abftg, 
Through halls of more yokiptuaiis glory 

Than ever lited in Teian song. 
Or wantob'd ia Miksiaa story I f 

* In Hercynio G«rtiianiak saltii IhtisitnU getitth alitum 
accepimus, quamm plumar^ if|iiiufla taoAQ^ teUn^tant bM- 
tibus. Plin. lib. x. cap. 47* 

t^The Mikkiacft, Ot Milesian fMtA, had \h*it Origiti in 
Miletus, a luxurious town of Ionia. Atiatidfea was thtf most 
celebrated author of these licentious fictions. See Plutaaci 
(in Crasso), who calls them «»oA«r« fitCXtm^ 
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And nymphs were there, whaae very ey^ 
Seem'd almost to exhak in sighs ; 
Whose every little ringlet tbritt'd, 
As ii with sottl and passion fitted ! 
Some flew, with amber cups, around, 

Shedding the flowery wines of Crete, * 
And, as they pass'd with youthful bound, 

The onyx shone beneath their feet ! -{^ 
While others, waving arms of snow 

Entwined by snakes of burnish'd gold,§ 
And showing limbs, as loth to show, 

Through many a thin Tarentian fold, ** 

* ^* SoBA of the Crecaa wine», whiok Atheaaua calU #<mc 
09^9fCi^, from th^JiT fragrancy resembling that of the ^etjt 
flowers."— Barrt o/i ff^ines, chap. vij. 

f U appieeivs that, in vory sptendid naasions, ihe iktom or 
paTement was freijuently of onyx. Thus Martial : *' Ca^car 
tus^e ttto sub pede lucet onjj.J*-^Epig. 5o. lib. xii. 

J B^ a Qi rtc » q( ^v^ 9hape wei:e a favouriie oro«i(i««l auVMng 
the women of auti^itjr. *Oi s^txti^xidi 4.^i<f km m Xfv 

Pbu..oavvii^ epi9t. jX, ingiAN too tells of thie C^^^^tm 
v^MMyrif. See his ^4 mores, where he describes the oress- 
ing-roon of a Grecian lady, and we find the ''-silTer vaae^* 
the rouge, the tooth-powder, and all the " mystic order** of 
a «0d«ro toilei. 
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Glided along the festal ring 

With yases, all respiring spring, 

Where roses lay, in languor breathing, 

And the young bee«-grape, * round them wreathing, 

Hung on their blushes warm and meek. 

Like curls upon a rosy cheek ! 

Oh, Nea ! why did morning break 
The spell that so divinely bound me ? 

Why did I wake ? how could I wake, 
With thee my own and Heaven around me ! 



Well — ^peace to thy heart, though another's it be. 
And health to thy cheek , though it bloom not for me ! 
To-morrow, I sail for those cinnamon groves, 
Where nightly the ghost of the Garribee roves, 
And, far from thine eye, oh ! perhaps, I may yet 
Its seduction forgive and its splendour forget ! 
Farewell to Bermuda,-}* and long may the bloom 
Of the lemon and myrtle its valleys perfume ; 

* Apiana, mentioned by Pliitt, lib. xiv. and '' now called 
the MutcateU (a muscarum telifl),^ says Pavciaollub, book i. 
sect. I. cbap* 17. 

•f The inhabitanti pronounce the name aa if it were written 
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May spring to eternity hallow the shade. 

Where Ariel has warbled and Waller *** has stray'd ! 

And thou — when, at dawn, thou shalt happen to 

roam 
Through the lime-coyer'd alley that leads to thy 

home, 
Where oft, when the dance and the revel were 

done. 
And the stars were beginning to fade in the sun, 
I have led thee along, and have told by the way 
What my heart all the night had been burning to 

say — 

Bennooda. See the commentators on the words '' still-Yex'd 
Bermoothes," in the Tentpest,'^ wonder it did not occnr 
to some of those all-reading gentlemen that, possibly, the 
discoverer of this ** island of hogs and devils** might have 
been no less a personage than the great John Bermudes, who 
about the same period (the beginning of the sixteenth cen- 
tnrj), was sent Patriarch of the Latin Chnrch to Ethiopia, 
and has left us most wonderful stories of the Amazons and 
the Griffins which he encountered. — Travels of the Jesuits^ 
Tol. I. I am afraid, however, it would take the Patriarch 
rather too much out of his way. 

* JoBHsoir does not think that Waller was ever at Ber- 
muda ; but the Account of the European Settlements in 
jimerica affirms it confidently. (Vol. ii.) I mention this 
work, however^ less for its authority, than for the pleasure I 
^1 in quoting an unacknowledged production of the grea t 
Edmund Burke. 
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Oh I think of die paet^give a ^fjk to those tunes, 
And a Uesmg for me to that aUey of Innes I 



If I were yonder wave, my dear, 
And thou the isle it clasps around, 

I would hot let a foot come near 
my land of bliss, my fairy ground ! 

If I were yoadef QoucJb of gold, 
And thou the pearl within il placed, 

I would not let an eye behold 

The sacred gem my arms embraced ! 

If I were yonder orange-tree, 

Aftd thou the blossom blooming there, 
I would net yield a breath of thee, 

To ^oent tbje most imploring air ! 

Oh ! Jtend not o'er the water's brink. » 
Give not the wave that rosy sigh, 

Kos Ut its buxning mirror drink 
The soft reflection of thine eye. 

That glossy hair, that glowing cheek. 
Upon the billows pour their beam 
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So warmly, that my soul could seek 
Its Nea in the painted stream. 

The painted stream my chilly" grave 
And nuptial bed at once may be, 

ril wed thee in that mimic wave, 
And die upon the shade of thee ! 

Behold the leafy mangrove, bending 
O'er the waters blue and bright, 

Like Nea's silky lashes, lending 
Shadow to her eyes of light ! 

Oh, my beloved I where'er I turn. 
Some trace of thee enchants mine eyes. 

In every stai' thy glances burn. 
Thy blush on every flow'ret lies. 

But then thy breath ! — not 'all the fire 
That lights the lone Semenda's ^ death 

In eastern climes, could e'er respire ' 
An odour like thy dulcet breath I 



**" Refemnt tamen qaidam in interiore India arem CBae, 
nomine Semendam, etc. Caedan. lo de SubtiKtaU Cjbsae 
ScALioEE seems to think Semenda but another name for the 
Phoenix. Exereitat. ^3. 

VOL. II. 5 



98 EPKTLBSy ODES, 

I pray thee, on tkose lips of tbine 

To wear this rosy leaf for me. 
And breathe of something not divine, 

Since nothing human breathes of thee ! 

All other charms of thine I meet. 

In nature, but thy si(^ alone ; 
Then take, oh ! take, though not so sweet, 

The breath of roses for thine own I 

So, while I walk the flow«ry gcote^ 

The bud that givos, thvaugb momJAg dew> 

The lustre of the lips I love. 

May seem to give their perfume too ! 



QIC sEuirvo 
AN INFANT IN NBA'S ARMS. 

The first ambrosial child of bliss 
That Psyche to her bosom press'd, 

Was not a brighter babe than this, 

' Nor bludi'd upon a lovelisr breast ! 

Hi^ little snow-white fingers, straying 
Along her lip's luxuriant flofwer. 
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Look'd like a iigkt of ring-4ov!«« playing, 

Silvery throu|^ a roseate bower ! 
And when, to shade tke playful boy. 

Her dark haiir fell^ lA- mayes bvifslUy 
Oh I 'twas a type of stolen joy, 

'Twas love beneath the veil of night ! 
SofI as she smiled, he anuled again v 

They seem'd 9» kindred in their charaMi, 
That one might think t^e babe had then 

Just bvdded in her Uooining atois ! 



THE SNOW-SPIRIT. 



^*i*-"w*^^ 



TO POTBS IHSOLITAS, CTITTHIA, FEA&E VIVES ? 

pAOFBiT. Kb. 1. deg. S. 

N09 ne'er did the wave in its dement steep 

An island of lovelier charms ; 
It blooms is the giant emlHPaoe of the deep. 

Like Hebe in Hsrcole^ arms! 
The tiat of your bowers is bakn to the eye, 

Tkeir meiody balm to <ke ear f 
But the fiery planet of day is to9 nigh, 

And the Snow«^^;Nnt never eomes here I 
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The down from his wing is as white as the pearl 

Thy lips for their cabinet stole. 
And it falls on the green earth as melting, my girl, 

As a murmnr of thine on the soul I 
Oh ! fly to the clime, where he pillows the death, 

As he cradles the birth of the year ; 
Bright are your bowers and balmy their breath, 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 

How sweet to behold him when, borne on the gale, 

And brightening the bosom of morn, 
He flings, like the priest of Diana, a veil 

O'er the brow, of each virginal thorn ! 
Yet think not the veil he so chillingly casts 

Is the veil of a vestal severe ; 
No, no— ^thou wilt see what a moment it lasts, 

Should the Snow-Spirit ever come here ! 

But fly to his region — ^lay open thy zone, 
And he*ll weep all his brilliancy dim, 

To think that a bosom, as white as his own. 
Should not melt in the day*»beam like him I 

Oh I lovely the print of those deUcate feet 
O'er his luminous path will appear — 
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Fly! my beloved! this island is sweet, 
But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 



Pbilosteat. Icon, 17. lib. a. 



I STOLE along the flowery bank, 

While many a bending sea-grape'*' drank 

The sprinkle of the feathery oar 

That wing'd me round this fairy shore ! 

Twas noon ; and every orange bud 
Hung languid o'er the crystal flood, • 
Faint as the lids of maiden eyes 
Beneath a lover's burning sighs ! 
Oh for a Naiad's sparry bower, 
To shade me in that glowing liour ! 

A little dove, of milky hue. 
Before me from a plantain flew, 
And, light along the water's brim, 
I steer'd my gentle bark by him ; 

* The 8ea-sid« or mangroTe grape, a natiTe of the West 
Indiefl. 
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f 

For Fancy told raCy Love had sent 

This snowy bird of blandishment, 

To lead me, where my soul should meet — 

I know not what, but something sweet ! 

Bless'd be the little pilot dove I 
He had indeed been sent by Love, 
To guide me to a SQene so dear 
As Fate allows but seldom here : 
One of those rare and brilliant hours, 
Which, like the aloe's^ lingering flowers. 
May blossom to the eye of man 
But once in all his weary span ! 

Just where the margin's opening shade 
A vista from the waters made. 
My bird reposed his silver plume 
Upon a rich banana's bloom. 
Oh, vision bright ! oh, spirit fair ! 
What spell, what magic raised her there ? 
'Twas Nea ! slumbering calm and mild. 
And bloomy as the dimpled child 

* The Agaye. I know that this is an erroiMoms idea, bat 
it is quite true enough for poetry. Plato, I think, allows 
a poet to be <' thme rtnuHres from trntk;" T^rmr0t mm4 rvff 
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Whose spirit in El^fsium keeps 

Its playful sabbath while he sleeps 1 

The broad battaoa's green ensbrace 

Hung sfaadovry round each tranquil grace ; 

One little beam alone could win 

The leaTes to let it wander in, 

And, stealing over all her charms, 

From lip to cheek, from neck to arms, 

It glanced around a fiery kiss. 

All trembling, as it went, with bliss ! 

Her eyeUd's black and silken fringe 
Lay on her cheek, of vermil tinge, 
Like the first ebon cloud that closes 
Dark on Evening's Heaven of roses ! 
Her glances, though in slumber hid, 
Seem'd glowing through their ivory lid, 
And o'er her lip's reflecting dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw. 
Such as, declining dim and faint, 
The lamp of soflM beloved saint 
Doth shed upon a flowery wreath. 
Which pious hands have hung beneath ! 
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Was ever witchery half so 9«reet ! 
Think, think how all my pulses beat. 
As o'er the rostling bank I stole — 
Oh ! you that know the lover's soul, 
It is for yon to dream the bliss. 
The tremblings of an hour like this ! 



ON THE LOSS OF A LETTER INTENDED 

FOR NEA. 

Oh ! it was fiU'd with words of flame, 
With all the wishes wild and dear, 

Which loye may write, bat dares not name. 
Which woman reads, but must not hear I 

Of many a nightly dream it told. 

When all that chills the heart by day, 

The worldly doubt, the caution cold, 
in Fancy's fire dissolve away ! 

When soul and soul divinely meet. 
Free from the senses' guilty shame. 

And mingle in a sigh so sweet, 

As Virtue's self would blush to blame I 
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How could he lose such tender words ? 

Words ! that of themselves should spring 
To Nea's ear, like panting birds, 

With heart and soul upon their wing ! 

Oh I fancy what they dared to speak- ; 

Think all a virgin's shame can dread. 
Nor pause until thy conscious cheek 

Shall burn with thinking all they said ! 

And I shall feign, shall fancy, too, 
Some dear reply thou might'st^have given ; 

Shall make that lip distil its dew 

In promise bland and hopes of Heaven ! 

Shall think it tells of future days. 

When the averted cheek will turn, 
When eye with eye shall mingle rays. 

And lip to lip shall closely bum ! — 

Ah ! if this flattery is not thine, 

If colder hope thy answer brings, 
rU wish thy words were lost like mine, 

Since I can dream such dearer things ! 



5. 
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I FOUND her not — the chamber seem'd 
Like some diTinely haufited place, 

Where fairy forms had lately beam'd, 
And left behind their odorous trace I 

It felt as if her lips had shed 
A sigh around her, ere she fled, 
Which hung, as on a melting lute, 
When all the silrer chords are mate, 
There lingers still a trembling breath 
After the note's luxurioiAS death, 
A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been there I 

I saw the web, which, all the day. 
Had floated o'er her cheek 6f rose ; 

I saw the couch, where late she lay 
In languor of divine repose ' 

And I could trace the hallow'd print 
Her limbs had left, as pure and warm 

As if 'twere done in rapture's mint. 

And Love himself had stamp'd the form! 
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Ohy Nea! NkaI where wert thou? 

In pity fly not thus from me ; 
Thou art my life, my essence now. 

And my soul dies of wanting thee ! 



4 



A KISS A L' ANTIQUE. 

Behold, my love, the curious gem 
Within this simple ring of gold ; 

'Tis hallow'd by the* touch of them 
Who lived in classic hours of old. 

Some fair Athenian girl, perhaps, 
Upon her hand this gem displ&y'd, 

Nor thought that time's eternal lapse 
Should see it grace a lovelier maid ! 

Look, darling, what a sweet design ! 

The more we gaze, it charms the more : 
Gome,— -closer bring that cheek to mine, 

And trace with me its beauties o'er. 

Thou seest, it is a simple youth 
By some enamoured nymph embraced — 
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Look, Nea, love ! and say, in sooth, 
Is not her hand nlost dearly placed ? 

Upon his curled head behind 

It seems in careless play to lie, '*' 
Yet presses gently, half inclined 

To bring his lip of nectar nigh ! 

Oh happy maid ! too happy boy ! 

The one so fond and faintly loath. 
The other yielding slow to joy — 

Oh, rare indeed, but blissful both ! 

Imagine, love, that I am he. 

And just as warm as he is chilling ; 
Imagine too that thou art she. 

But quite as cold as she is willing : 

So may we try tlie graceful way 

In which their gentle arms are twined, 

And thus, like her, my hand I lay 
Upon thy wreathed hair behind : 

* Somewhat like the symplegma of Cupid and Psyche at 
Florence, in which the position of Pysche's hand is finely 
expressive of affection . See the Museum Fiorentinum, torn, ii . 
tab. 43 44* I know of very few subjects in which poetry 
could be more interestingly employed, than in illustrating 
some of the ancient statnes and gems. 
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And thus I feel thee breathing sweet, 

As slow to mine thy head I move ; 
And thus our lips together meet. 

And — thus I kiss thee — oh, my love ! 



Aeistot. Rhetor, lib. iii. cap. 4* 



There's not a look, a word of thine 

My soul hath e'er forgot ; 
Thou ne'er hast bid a ringlet shine, 
Nor given thy locks one graceful twine. 

Which I remember not ! 

There never yet a murmur fell 
From that beguiling tongue, 
Which did not, with a lingering spell, 
Upon my charmed senses dwell. 
Like something Heaven had sung ! 

Ah ! that I could, at once, forget 

All, all that haunts me so — 
And yet, thou witching girl I — ^and yet. 
To die were sweeter, than to let 
The loved remembrance go ! 
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No, if this slighted heart most see 

Its faithful pulse decay, 
Oh ! let it die, rememberiiig thee. 
And, like the burnt aroma, be 

Consumed in sweets away ! 



EPISTLE V. 



TO 



JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. 



TO JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. 

FROM BERMUDA.'*' 



March. 



^^ The daylight is gone— but, before we depart, 
'^ One cup shall go round to the friend of my heart, 

* PiVKEi^TOV has said that ^^ a good history and description 
of the Bermudas might afford a pleasing addition to the geo- 
graphical library;*^ but there certainly are not materials for 
such a work. The island, since the time of its discovery, 
has experienced so very few vicissitudes, the people have 
been so indolent, and their trade so limited, that there is 
but little which the historian could amplify into importance \ 
and, with respect to the natural productions of the country, 
the few which the inhabitants can be induced to cultivate arc 
so common in the West Indies, that they have been described 
by every naturalist who has written any account of those 
islands. 

It is often asserted by the trans-atlantic politicians, that 
this little colony deserves more attention from the mother- 
country than it receives, and it certainly possesses advantages 
of situation, to which we should not be long insensible if it 
were once in die hands of an enemy. I was told by a cele- 
brated friend of Washington, at New York, that they had 
formed a plan for its capture, towards the conclusion of the 
American War; '< with the intention (as he expressed him- 
self) of making it a nest of hornets for the annoyance of 
British trade in that part of the world.*' And there is no 
doubt, it, lies so fairly in the track to the West Indies, that 
an enemy might with ease convert it into a very harassing 
impediment. 

The plan of Bishop Berkeley for a college at Bermuda^ 
where American savages might be converted and educated^ 
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*' To the kindest, the <leisest«-Dh I judge by the 

tear, 
^' That I shed while 1 name him, how kind and 

how dear !" 

'Twas thus, by the shade of a calabaiih-tree, 
With a few who could feel and remember like me, 

ihoagh concarred in by the government of the day, was a 
wild and nseless speculation. Mr. Hamilton, who was go- 
remor of the island some years since, proposed, if I mistake 
not, the establishment of a ^marine academy for the instruc- 
tion of those children of West-Indians, who might be in- 
tended for any nantical employment. This was"" a more ra- 
tional idea, and for something of this nature the island is 
admirably calculated. But the plan should be much more 
extensive, and embrace a general system of education, which . 
would entirely remove the alternative in which the colonists 
are involved at present, of either sending their sons to Eng- 
land lor instruction, or entrusting them to colleges in the 
States of America, where ideas by no means fiivourable to 
Great Britain are very sedulously inculcated. 

The women of Bennuda, though not generally handsome, 
have an a^ectionate languor in their look and manner, which 
is always interesting. What the French imply by their epi- 
thet aimante seems very muc^ the character of the young 
Bermudian girls— 'that predisposition to loving, which, with- 
out being awakened by any particular object, diffuses itself 
through the general manner in a tone of tenderness that 
never fails to fascinate. The men of the island, I confess, 
are not very civiliced; and the old philosopher, who ima- 
gined that, after this life, men would be changed into mules 
and women into turtle-doves, would find the meumorphosis 
in tome degree anticipated at Bemouda. 



\ 
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The charm, tibat t» sweeten my goUet I threw, 
Wa» a tear to the past and a Uesstng mn yon ! 

Oh I say, do you thus, in the luminous hour 
Of wine and of wit, when the heart is in flower 
And shoots from the lip, under Bacchus's dew. 
In blossoms of thought ever springing and new I 
Do you sometimes remember, and hallow the brim 
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to him^ 
Who is lonely and sad in these valleys so fair, 
And would pine in Elysium, if friends were not 
there ? 

Last nighty when we came from the calabash-tree, 
When my liflsbs were at rest and nary spirit wds free, 
The glow of the grape and the dreams of the day 
Put the magical springs of my fancy in play, 
And oh !— such a vision as haunted me then 
I could slumber for ages to witness again ! 
The many I like, and the few I adore. 
The friends, who were dear and beloved before, 
But never till now so beloved and dear. 
At the call of my fancy surrounded me here ! 
Soon, soon did the flattering spell of their smile 
To a paiadise brighten the blest Utde Me ; 
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Serener the wave, as they look'd on it, flow'd, 
And warmer the rose, as they gather'd it, glow'd I 
Not the valleys Heraean (though watered by rills 
Of the pearliest flow, from those pastoral hills, ^ 
Where the song of the shepherd, primaeval and 

wild, 
Was taught to the nymphs by their mystical child) 
Could display such a bloom of delight, as was given 
By the magic of love to this miniature Heaven ! 

Oh, magic of love ! unembellish'd by you. 
Has the garden a blush or the herbage a hue ? 
Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, 
Like the vista that shines through the eye to the 
heart? 

Alas I that a vision so happy should fade ! 

That, when morning around me • in brilliancy 

play'd. 
The rose and the stream I had thought of at night 
Should still be before me, unfadingly bright ; 

* Mountains of Sicily, upon wliich Daphnis, the first in- 
ventor of bucolic poetrj, was nursed by the nymphs. See 
the lively description of these mountains in DiODoaus Sicdlus, 
lib. iv. *H(«iii ym^ S(if tcmrm rtff S<»tAiiir ffff, « ^mn 
Ktt?iXu K* r. A. 
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While the friends, who had seem'd to hang over 

the stream, 
And to gather the roses, had fled with my dream I 

But see, through the harbour, in floating array. 
The bark that must carry these pages away** 
Impatiently flutters her wing to the wind. 
And will soon leave the bowers of Ariel behind ! 
What billows, what gales is she fated to prove, 
Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I love I 
Yet pleasant the swell of those billows would be, 
And the sound of those gales would be music to me I 
Not the tranquilest air that the winds ever blew. 
Not the silvery lapse of the summer-eve dew. 
Were as sweet as the breeze, or as bright as the foam 
Of the wave that would carry your wanderer 
home! 

* A ship, ready to sail for England. 

y.\ V — - J 

y 
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LOVE AND REASON, 



*' Quand lliomme commence k raisonner, ii cease de sentir.** 

J. J. Rousseau.^ 



'TwAs in the summer-time so sweet. 

When hearts and flowers are both in aeasoa. 

That — who, of all the world, sJboidd meet. 
One early dawn, but Love and Reason ! 

Lore told his dream of yester-nigbt, 
While Reason talk'd about the weather ; 

The mom, in sooth, was fair and bright, 
And on they tooi their way together. 

The boy in many a gambol flew, 

While Reason like a Juno stalked, 
And from her portly figure threw 

A lengthen'd shadow as she walked. * 

No wonder Love, as on they pass'd, 
Should find that sunny morning chill, 

For stiU the shadow Reason cast 

Fell on the boy, and cool'd him still. 

* Quoted somewhere in St. Pieeeb*s Jitudei tU la 
JVature* 



In vain he tried his wings to wann, 
Or find a path«-way not so dim, 

For still the maid's gigantic form 

Would pass between the sun and him ! 

*^ This must not be/' said Uttle Love^ 
'' The sun was made for move than you. *' 

S09 turJaing through a myrtle grove, 
He bid the portly nymph adieu I 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 
O'er many a mead, by many a stream ; 

In every breeze inhaling joy, 
And drinking bliss in every beam. 

From all tha gardens, all the bonven, 
He cull*d the many sweets thay shadod, 

And ate the fruits and smelt the flowers, 
Till taste was gone and odour faded ! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 
Look'd blazing o'er the parched plains ; 

Alas ! the boy grew languid soon, 
And fever thriU'd through all his veins ! 

The dew forsook his baby brow. 
No more with vivid bloom he smiled — 
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Oh ! where was trancpil Reason now, 
To cast her shadow o'er the child ? 

Beneath a green and aged palm. 

His foot at length for shelter turning, 

He saw the nymph reclining calm, 

With brow as cool as his was burning ! 

^^ Oh ! take me to that bosom cold," 
In murmurs at her feet he said ; 

And Reason oped her garment's fold, 
And flung it round his feyer'd head. 

He felt her bosom's icy touch, 

And soon it luU'd his pulse to rest ; 

For, ah ! the chill was quite too much. 
And Loye expired on Reason's breast ! 



Nat, do not weep, my Fanny dear ! 

While in these arms you lie, 
Th« world hath not a wish, a fear. 
That ought to claim one precious tear 

From that beloyed eye ! 
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The world ! — ah, Fanny ! Love must shuD 

The path where many rove ; 
One bosom to recline upon, 
One heart, to be his only one, 

Are^quite enough for Love ! 

What can we wish, that is not here 

Between your arms and mine ? 
Is there on earth a space so dear, 
As that within the blessed sphere 

Two loving arms entwine ? 

For me, there's not a lock of jet 

Along your temples curFd, 
Within whose glossy, tangling net. 
My soul doth not, at once, forget 

All, all the worthless world ! 

Tis in your eyes, my sweetest love ! 

My only worlds I see -, 
Let but their orbs in sunshine move. 
And earth below and skies above 

May frown or smile for me ! 



VOL. II. 
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ASPASU. 

TwAS in the fair Aspasia's bower. 
That LoTC and Learning many an hoar 
In dalliance met, and Learning smfled 
With rapture on the plajliil child. 
Who wanton stole to. find his iiest 
Within a fold of Learning's vest I 

There, as the listening statesman hung 
In transport on Aspasia's tongue, 
The destinies of Athens took 
Their colour from Asp^SU^'s kxili. 
Oh happy time! wAieOilMn of state, 
When all that ruled tfa^ coUQtuy's fEUbe,. 
Its glory, quiet, or alarms^ 
Was plann'd between two snowy arms ! 

Sweet times ! you could not always las*— 
And yet, oh ! yctr, you are not past ; 
Though we have lost the saoied moald 
In which their men weve castoi oldy 
Woman, dear woman, still the same, 
While lips are balm and looks are flame, 
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While man> possesses heast or eyes. 
Woman's bright empive never dies ! 

Fanny, my love, they ne'er shall say 
That beauty's charm hath pass'd away ; 
No — ^give the universe a soul 
Attuned to woman's soft control, 
And Fanny hath the charm, the skill, 
To wield a universe at will ! 



THE GRECIAN GIRL'S DREAM OF THE 
BLESSED ISLANDS.** 



TO HER LOVER. 



*XiTt JB«|A«» 

Aff>«AA«r wt^t ttX&TtfU. Oraeul. Metrit. 

a JoAH. Ofsop. collecta. 

Was it the moon, or was it morning's ray, 
-That call'd thee, dearest, from these arms away ? 

* It was imagined by aome of the ancienu that there is 
an ethereal ocean above us, and that the sun and moon are 
two floating, luminous island in which the spiriu of the 
blessed reside. Accordinglj, we find that the word Oiei iirsr 
was sometimes sytionymons with 119^, and death was not 
unlirecpiently called 0»fiip«/« irs^sr, or "the passage of the 
ocean." 
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I linger'd still, in all the murmuring rest, 
The languor of a soul too richly blest ! 
Upon my breath thy sigh yet faintly hung ; 
Thy name yet died in whispers o'eivmy tongue ; 
I heard thy lyre, which thou hadst left behind, 
In amorous converse with the breathing wind ; 
Quick to my heart I press'd the shell divine, 
And, with a lip yet glowing warm from thine, 
I kiss'd its every chord, while every kiss . 
Shed o'er the chord some dewy print of bliss. 
Then soft to thee I touch'd the fervid lyre. 
Which told such melodies, such notes of fire. 
As none but chords that drank the burning dews 
Of kisses dear as ours could e'er diffuse ! 
Oh love ! how blissful is the bland repose 
That soothing follows upon rapture's close, 
Like a soft twilight, o'er the mind to shed 
Mild melting traces of the transport fled ! 

r 

/ 
« 

While thus I lay, in this voluptuous calm, 
A drowsy languor steep'd my eyes in balm, 
Upon my lap the lyre in mumiurs fell. 
While, faintly wandering o'er its silver shell, 
My fingers soon their own sweet requiem play'd. 
And slept in music which themselves had made ! 
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Then, then, my Theoiv, what a heayenly dream ! 
I saw two spirits on the lunar beam, 
Two winged boys, descending from above, 
And gliding to my bower with looks of loye, 
Like the young genii, who repose their wings 
All day in Amatha's luxurious springs, "^^ 
And rise at midnight, from the tepid rill, 
To cool their plumes upon some moon-light hill ! 

Soft o'er my brow, which kindled with their sighs, 
Awhile they play'd ; then gliding through my eyes 
(Where the bright babies, for a moment, hung. 
Like those thy lip hath kiss'd, thy lyre hath sung), 
To that dim mansion of my breast they stole. 
Where, wreathed in blisses lay my captive soul. 
Swift at their touch dissolved the ties that clung 
So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprung ! 

• 

* Edh^pioS} in his L^e ofjamblichusy tells us of two beau- 
tiful little spirits or loves, which Jainblichus raised by en-, 
chantment from the warm springs at Gadara^ '* dicens astan- 
tibus (says the author of the Dii Faiidici, p. i6o) illos esse 
loci Genios : " which words however are not in Eunapius. 

I find from Cbllarius, that Amatha, in the neighbourhood 
of Gadara, was also celebrated for its warm springs, and I 
have preferred it as a more poetical name than Gadara. 
CsLLJiaius quotes Hieaontmus. '^ Est et alia villa in vicinia 
Oadane nomine Amatha, ubi calidae aqux erumpunt.^ — Geo- 
graph, Antiq* lib. iii. cap. i3. 
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Exukiag guides, the littk genii flew 
Through paths tof light, refreshed with starry tkw, 
And faun'd l»y airs of thai ambrosial bueath, 
On which the free soul banquets after death ! 

Thou know'st, my loare, beyond our clouded skies, 
As bards have dreaoat'd, the spirits' kiagdom lies. 
Through that £ur dime a aea of ether rolls'* 
Geiftm'd with bright isknds, where the hallow'd 

souls. 
Whom Ufe hath wearied in its race of hours, 
Repose for ever in unJbding bowers I 
That very orb, whose solitary light 
So often guides thee to my arms at ttight, . 

* This belief of an ocean in the heavens, or '* waters above 
the firmament,^ was one of the many ptiysical errors in 
which the early fathers bewildered themselves. Le P. Baltus, 
in his Defense des saints Pkres accuses de Platonisme, 
taking it for granted that the ancients were more correct in 
tfaftfir notions <w4iich by no means ap{>ears from what I have 
.already i|aoted), adduces the obstinacy of die fadiers in this 
wbimsical opinion, as a proof of their repugnance to even 
truth from the hands of tbe philosophers. This is a strange 
way of defending the fathers, and attributes mncb more 
than they deserve to the philotopbers. For an abstract of 
this work of Baltus (the opposer of Fontenelle, Van Dale, 
etc. in the ^mons oracle controversy), «ee Bihtlolhhque des 
Auteut^ Ecelesiatt, du i8«. si6cie, i part. torn. ii. 
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Is no cbill |>iaiiet, but an i^e of loye, 
Floating in aplendout *thr6ugh those seas above ! 
Xliither, I thought^ we wingM bur 'aii*y way, 
Mild o'er its yalleys streMn*d a silvery day, 
lAThile all around, nn Uly beds of rest, 
declined the ^rits of tbe itnknovtal Blest ! ^ 
Oh I tbeie I net those lew congenial maids, 
Whom love hath warm'd, in philosophic shades ; 
There still Leontium, f ton her usage's breast, 
pound tore and love, was tutored and caress'd ; 

* There were Tarioas qpiiiions aikiong ihe ancients with 
respect to their lanar efftabliBbment ; some made it ati eiy- 
sium, and others « pargatory ; whik some sup{tosed it to be 
a kind of entr^pSt between Heaven and earik, where souls 
which had left their bodies, and thofe that were on their 
way to )oin tkem, were depouted in the VaUeys of Hecate, 
and remained till further orders. Tsif irt^t •tAvPVf tupt 
Xtyut avTMs iMir«i«ii») JMW mf mvnig uMrm yfiifitf us riyv 
Wi^tytiof yiifi«if.— Stob. lib. i. Eclog. Physic. 

f The pupil and mistress of Epicums, who called her his 
« dear little Leontium" (Ai«yr«^My), as appears by a frag- 
ment of one of his Letters in Laertios. This Leoutium was 
a woman of talent ; *' she had the ]tt^>adenoe (says Cicero) to 
tvrite against Theophvastas ^" and at the same tkne, Cicebo 
gives her a name which is neither polite nor translatable. 
" Meretricula etiam Lcomium contra Theophrastum scribere 
ansa est.'^-^Z^e JVatur. Deor, She left a daughter, called 
Danae, who was just as rigid an Epicurean as her mother ; 
something like Wieland*s Oanae in Agatfton, 

It would sound much better, I think, tf the name were 
Leontia, as it occurs the first time in Laertius ; bat M. Me- 
nage will not hear of this reading. 
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And there the twine of Pythias' * gentle arms 

Repaid the zeal which deified her charms ! ' 

The Attic Master, f in Aspasia's eyes 

Forgot the toil of less endearing ties ; 

While fair Theano,§ innocently fair, 

Play'd with the ringlets of her Samian's hair, ** 

* Pythias was a woman whom Aristotle lored, and to 
whom, after her death, he paid divine honours, solemnizing 
her memory by the same sacrifices which the Athenians 
offered to the goddess Ceres. For this impious gallantry the 
philosopher was, of course, censured \ it would be well how- 
ever if some of our modern Stagirites had a little of this su- 
perstition about the memory of their mistresses. 

f Socrates ; who used to console himself in the society of 
Aspasia for those "less endearing ties ** which he found at 
home with Xantippe. For an account of this extraordinary 
creature, Aspasia, and her school of erudite luxury at Athens, 
see VHistoire de P Academic, etc. tom. xxxi. p. 6g. Steua 
rather fails on the subject of Aspasia. '' Les JFcmmesy 
tom. i. p. laa. 

The author of the " F'ojragc du Monde de Dtscartes" has 
also placed these philosophers in the moon, and has allotted 
Seigneuries to them, as well as to the astronomers \ (!> part, 
p 143.) but he ought not to have forgotten their wives and 
mistresses j *' curae non ips& in morte relinquunt.'* 

J There are some sensible letters exunt under -the name of 
this fair Pythagorean. They arc addressed to her female 
friends upon the education of children, the treatment of ser- 
vants, etc. One, in particular, to Nicostrata, whose husband 
had given her reasons for jealousy, contains such truly con- 
siderate an^, rational advice,, that it ought to be translated for 
the edification of all married ladies. See Gale's OpuscuL 

Myth. Phys. p. 74^' 
♦♦ Pythagoras was remarkable for fine hair, and Doctor 

Thiers (in his Histoire des Perruques) seems to take for 
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Who, fix'd by loye, at length was all her own, 
And pass'd his spirit through her lips alone ! 

Oh Samian sage ! whatever thy glowing thought 
Of myotic Numbers hath divinely wrought, 
The One that's form'd of Two who dearly love, 
Is the best number Heaven can boast above ! 

But think, my Theon, how this soul was thrill'd, 
When near a fount, which o'er the vale distiU'd, 
My fancy's eye beheld a form recline, 
Of lunar race, but so resembling thine, 
That, oh I — 'twas but fidelity in me. 
To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee I 
No aid of words the unbodied soul requires. 
To waft a wish or embassy desires ; 
But, by a throb to spirits only given, 
'By a mute impulse, only felt in Heaven, 
Swifter than meteor shaft through summer skies. 
From soul to soul the glanced idea flies I 

We met— like thee the youthful vision smiled ; 

But not like thee, when passionately wild, 

granted it was all his own, as he has not mentioned him 
among those ancients who were obliged to have recourse to 
the <'coma apposititia.''^£*J^u£. des Pemtques, chap. i. 

6. 
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Thou wakest the slumbering Mashes of my cheek , 
By looking things thyself would blush to speak ! 
No ; 'twas the tender, intellectual smile, 
Flush'd with the past and yet serene the while, 
Of that delicious hour when, glowing yet, 
Thou yield'st to nature with a fond regret. 
And thy soul, waking from its wilder'd dream, 
Lights in thine eye a uieUower, chaster beam ! 

Oh my beloved ! how divinely sweet 

Is the pure joy, when kindred spirits meet ! 

Th' Elean god, * whose faithful waters flow. 

With love their only light, through caves below, 

Wafting in triumph all the flowery 'braids, 

And festal rings, with which Olympic maids 

Have decked their billow, as an oflering meet 

To pour at Arethusa's crystal feet ! 

Think, when he mingles with his fountain-bride, 

What perfect rapture thrills the blended tide I 

* The river Alpheus ; which flowed by Pisa or Olympia, 
and into which it was customary to throw offerings o£ differ- 
ent kinds, during the celebration of the Olympic games. In 
the pretty romance of Clitophon and Leucippe, the river is 
supposed to calrry these ofiMngs as bridal eifts to the foun-o 
tain Arethnsa. K«i %Wi riyy A^t^vm urm rsv AA^gisy 
yv/e^tffsAtr or«f vy 9 r«f tAvfKJTitfy fSfry »• r. A. lib. i. 
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Each melts in each, till one pervading kiss 
Confound their currents in a >sea of bliss ! 
Twas thus — 

But, Theon, 'tis a weary theme, 
And thou delight'st not in my lingering dream. 
Oh ! that our lips were, at this moment, near. 
And I would kiss thee into patience, dear I 
And make thee smile at all the magic tales ^ 
Of star-light bowers and plantetaty yaks, 
Which my fond soul, inspired by thee akid loye, 
In slumber's loom hath exquisitely wove. 
But no ; no more — soon as to-morrow's ray 
O'er soft Ilissus shall dissolve away, 
111 fly, my Theon, to thy burning breast, 
And there in murmurs tell thee all the rest : 
Then, if too weak, too cold the vision seems, 
Thy lip shall teach me something more than 
dreams ! 
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TBDE SENSES. 

A OBEAX. 

iMBOWEa'D in the vernal shades, 

And circled all by rosy fences , 
I saw the five luxurious maids, 

Whom mortals love, and call The Senses. 

Many and blissful were the ways 

In which they seem'd to pass their hours — 
One wander'd through the garden's maze, 

Inhaling all the soul of flowers ; 

Like those who live upon the smell 

Of roses, by the Ganges' stream, '^ 
With perfume from the flowr'et's bell,' 

She fed her life's ambrosial dream ! 

Another touched the silvery lute, 

To chain a charmed sister's ear. 
Who hung beside her, still and mute. 

Gazing as if her eyes could hear ! 

* Circa fontem Gangis Astomoram gentem halita 

tantnm Tiventum et odore quern naribaa trafaant. 

.Plis. lib. vii. cap. a. 
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The nymph who thrill'd the warbling wire 

Would often raise her ruby lip, 
As if it pouted with desire 

Some cooling, nectar'd draught to sip. 

Nor yet was she who heard the lute 

Unmindful of the minstrel maid, 
But press'd the sweetest, richest fruit. 

To bathe her ripe^ lip as she play'd ! 

But, oh ! the fairest of the group 

Was one who in the sunshine lay, 
And oped the cincture's golden loop 

That hid her bosom's panting play ! 

And still her gentle hand she stole 
Along the snows, so smoothly orb'd. 

And look'd the while as if her soul 

Were in that heavenly touch' absorbed ! 

Another nymph, who lingered nigh, 

And held a prism of various light, 
Now put the rainbow wonder by. 

To look upon this lovelier sight. 

And still as one's enamour'd touch 
Adown the lapsing ivory fell, 
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The oth^^s eye, entraiu^ as much, 
Hung giddy o'er its radiant swell ! 

Too wildly cfaarm'd, I would have fled — 
But she who in the sunshine lay 

Replaced her golden loo|>, and Said, 
^< We pray thee for a moment stay. 

'^ If true my counting pulses beat, 
^* It must be now almost the hour 

" When Loye, with visitation sweet, 
*^ Descends upon our bloonry bower. 

'^ And with him from the sky he brings 
'' Our sister-nymph who dwells above — 

'* Oh ! never may she haunt these springs 
" With any other god but Love ! 

'^ When he illumes her magic urn, 

** And sheds his own enchantments in it, 

**' Though but a minute's space it bum, 
^' 'Tis Heaven to breathe it but a minute ! 

'^ Not all the purest power we boast, 
^' Nor silken touch, nor vernal dye, 

^^ Nor music, when it thriUs the most, 
'* Nor balmy cup, nor perfume's sigh, 
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^ ^ Suck transport to the soul can giye^ 
'' Though felt till time itself shall wither, 

'^ As in that one dear moment live, 

'* When Love conducts our sister hither ! " 

She ceased — the air respired of hliss— ^ 

A languor slept in every eye ; 
And now the scent of Cupid's kiss 

Declared the melting power was nigh I 

I saw them come^^the nymph and boy, 
In twisted wreaths of rapture bound ; 

I saw her light the urn of joy, 

While all her sisters languished round ! 

A sigh from eyery bosom broke — 

I felt the flames around me glide. 
Till with the glow T trembling woke, 

And found myself by Fanny's side I 
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THE STEERSMAN'S SONG. 

WBlTTEir ABOARD THE BOSTOlf FBIGATE, zStH APRIL.'* 

Wheit freshly blows the northem gale, 

And under courses snug we fly ; 
When lighter breezes swell the sail. 

And royals proudly sweep the sky ; 
Xongside the wheel, unwearied still 

I stand, and as my watchful eye 
Doth mark the needle's faithful thrill, 

I think of her I love, and cry. 

Port, my boy ! port. 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 

Right from the point we wish to steer ; 

When by the wind close-haul'd we go, 
And strive in vain the port to near ; 

I think 'tis thus the Fates defer 
My bliss with one that's far away, 

* I left Bermuda in the Boston, about the tniddle of Aprili 
in company with the Cambrian and Leander, aboard the 
latter of which was the Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, who 
divides his year between Halifax and Bermuda, and is the 
very souL^f society and good-fellowship to both. We sepa- 
rated in a few days, and the Boston after a short cruise pro- 
ceeded to New York . 
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And while remembrance springs to her, 
I watch the sails, and sighing say, . 

Thus, my boy ! thus. 

But see the wind draws kindly aft, 

All hands are up the yards to square, 
And now the floating stu'n-*sails waft 

Our stately ship through waves and air. 
Oh ! then I think that yet for me 

Some breeze of Fortune thus may spring, 
Some breeze to«waft me, love, to thee ! 

And in that hope I smiling sing, 

Steady, boy ! so. 



TO CLOE. 

IMITATED FROM MARTIAL. 

I GOULD resign that eye of blue, 
Howe'er it burn, faowe'er it thrill me ; 

And, though your lip be rich with dew, 
To lose it, Gloe, scarce would kill me. 

That snowy neck I ne'er should miss, 
However warm I've twined about it ! 
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And though ^our bosom beat with bliss, 
I think my sotilcottld live wi^out it. 

In short, Fve learn'd so well to fast, 

That^ sooth my k>ye^ I kaow met whether 

I might not btuig myself at last. 
To— do witliout yott altogether ! 



TO THE FIRE-FLY.* 

This morning, when the earth and sky 
Were burning with the blush of spring, 

I saw thee not, thou humble fly ! 

Nor thought upon thy gleaming wing* 

But now the skies have lost their hue, 

And sunny lights no longer play, 
I see thee, and I bless thee too 

For sparkling o'er the dreary way. 

* The livdy aiaA varying iHttnmatioti, wifii wMdi these 
fire-flies light uf> the woods at night, |[ives quite an idea of 
enchantment. ^* Puis ces mouches se d^veloppant de Pohscn- 
rit(^ de ces arbMs et s'approchant de noms, tkots les veyions 
sur les Grangers voisins, qn'ils mettaient tout en feu, nous 
rendant la rae de leurfe beaux fruits dbr^ que la nuit arait 
rayie/'etc. etc. — See VHistoire des Antilles^ art. a. chap. 4« 
liv. I. 
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Oh ! let me hope thai tkus for me, 

When life «iid love shall lose their bloom. 

Some milder joys may come, like thee, 
To light, if Aot to warm, the gkiom ! 



THE VASE. 



There was a vase of odour lay 
For many an hour on Beauty's shrine, 

So sweet that Love went every day 
To banquet on its breath divine. 

And not an eye had ever seen 

The fragrant charm the vase conceal*d ; 
Oh Love ! how happy 'twould have been. 

If thou hadst ne'er that charm reveal'd ! 

But Love, like every other boy, 

Would know the spell that lurks within ; 
He wish'd to break the crystal toy. 

But Beauty murmur'd ^' 'twas a sin !" 

He swore^ with many a lender plea. 
That neither Heaven nor earth foibad it ; 

She told him, Virtue kept the key, 

And look'd as if — ^she wish'd he had it ! 
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He Stole the key when Virtae slept 

(Even she can sleep, if Loye bat ask it), 

And Beaaty sigh'd, and Beaaty wept. 
While nlly Love onlock'd the casket. 

Oh dulcet air that yanish'd then ! 

Can Beauty's sigh recal thee ever ? 
Can Love himself inhale again 

A breath so precious ? — never, never ! 

Go, maiden, weep — the tears of woe 
By Beauty to repentance given, 

Though bitterly on earth they flow. 
Shall turn to fragrant balm in Heaven ! 



THE WREATH AND THE CHAIN. 

I BRING thee, love, a golden chain, 
I bring thee too a flowery wreath ; 

The gold shall never wear a stain. 
The flow'rets long shall sweetly breathe ! 

Come, tell me which the tie shall be 

To bind thy gentle heart to me. 
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The Chain is of a splendid thread. 

Stolen from Minerya's yellow hair, 
Just when the setting sun had shed 

The sober beam of evening there. 
The Wreath's of brightest myrtle wove, 

With brilliant tears of bliss among it, 
And many a rose»leaf, cuU'd by Love, 

To heal his lip when bees have stung it ! 
Gome, tell me which the tie shall be 
To bind thy gentle heart to me. 

Tes, yes, I read that ready eye, 

Which answers when the tongue is loath, 
Thou likest the form of either tie. 

And hold*st thy playful hands for both. 
Ah ! — if there were not something wrong. 

The world would see them blended oft ; 
The Chain would make the Wreath so strong ! 

The Wreath would make the Chain so soft ! 
Then might the gold, the flow'i-ets be 
Sweet fetters for my love and me ! 

But, FANinr, so unblest they twine. 
That (Heaven alone can tell the reason) 
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When mingled thus they cease to shine, 
Or shine but for a. tvaonent season ! 

• 

Whether the Chain may press too much^ 

Or that the Wreath is slightly braided. 
Let but the. geld the flowerets touch, 

And all their gknr, their tints, are ftided ! 
Sweet Faitnt, what would Rapture do. 

When aU hev blooms had bxst their grace ? 
Might she not steal a rose or two 

From other Wreaths, fofiU their plaos? — 
Oh ! better to be always free. 
Than thus to bind my love to me. 



The timid gii:l now hung h^r h^ad, 

And, as she tum'd aja upward glance, 
I saw a doubt its twiligfit spread 

Along her brow's divine, expanse. 
Just then, the g^land's dearest rose 

Gave one of its tseduiangt sighs — 
Oh ! who can ask how Fanny chose, 

That ever look'd in Fanny's eyes ! 
" The Wreath, my life, the Wnqatb shaU^be 
'* The tie to bind my soul to thee ! " 
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TO 



And hast thou mavk'd^ tbe pensive shade, 
That many a time obsoaves my bro'wr, 

'Midst all the blisses, darling maid, 

Which thou caQSt give, and only thou ? 

Oh ! 'tis not that I then* forget 

The endteanng charms that rovnd me twine*-* 
There never throbb*d a bosom yet 

Gould feel their witchery, lijLe mine ! 

When bashful on my bosom kid, 
And blushing to have felt so blest, 

Thou dost but lift thy languid lid. 
Again to close it on my breast ! 

Oh ! these are miaiKtes all dliiie own, 
Thine own to give, and mine to feel^ 

Yet, even in them, my heart has known 
The sigh to rise, the tear to steal. 

For I have thought of former hours, 
When he who first thy soul possess'd. 

Like me awaked its witching powers. 
Like me was loved, like me was blest ! 
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UpGOi Jus name thy murmuiing tongue 
Perhaps hath all as sweetly dwelt ; 

For him that snowy lid hath hung 
In extacy, as purely felt ! 

For him — yet why the past recal 
To wither blooms of present bliss ? 

Thou'rt now my own, I clasp thee all, 

And Heaven can grant no more than this ! v 

Forgive me, dearest, oh ! forgive ; 

I would be first, be sole to thee ; 
Thoushouldst but have begun to live 
The hour that gave thy heart to me. 

Thy book of life till then effaced, 
Love should have kept tbat leaf alone 

On which he first so dearly traced 

That thou wert, soul and all, my own ! 



EPISTLE VI. 



TO 



LORD YISCOUNT FORBES. 



TOL. n. 



TO LORD VISCOUNT FORBES. 

FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON. 



JCAI MH eATMAZHZ MHT' £1 MAKPOTEPAN TB- 
rTA^A THN EniZTOAHN, MHA' EI TI HEPIEP- 
rOTEPOM H ITPESBTTIKOTEPO^ EIPHKAME^ E 
ATTH*— IsocBAv. £pi9t. iv. 



If former tinMS had never left* a trace 
Of human frailty in their shadowy race, 
Nor o'er their pathway written, as they ran, 
One dark memorial of the crimes of man ; 
If every- age, in^new unconsoious prime. 
Rose, like a phoenix, from the (ires of time, 
To wing its way unguided and alone, 
The future smiling and the past unknown ; 
Then ardent man would to himself be new. 
Earth at his foot and Heaven within his view, 
Well might the novice hope, the sanguine scheme 
Of full perfection prompt his daring dream. 
Ere cold Experience, with her veteran lore. 
Could tell him, fools had dream'd^ as much be- 
fore! 
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But, tracing as we do, through age and ctime, 
The plans of virtue 'midst the deeds of crime, 
The tliinking follies and the reasoning rage 
Of man, at once the idiot and the «age , 
When still we see, through, every varying frame 
Of arts and polity, his course the same, 
And know that ancient fools but died to make 
A space on earth for modem fook to take ; 
'Tis strange, how quickly we the past forget ; 
That Wisdom's self should not be tutored yet. 
Nor tire of watching for the monstrous birth 
Of pure perfection 'midst the soUs of earth ! 

Oh ! nothing but that soul which God has given, 
Gould lead us thus to look on earth for Heaven ; 
O'er dross without to shed the flame within. 
And dream of virtue while we gaze on sin I 

Even here, beside the proud Potowmac's stream. 

Might sages still pursue the flattering theme 

Of days to come, when man shall conquer Fate, 

Rise o'er the level of his mortal state. 

Belie the monuments of frailty past, 

And stamp perfection on this world at last ! 
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" Here/* might they say, ** shall Power's divided 

" reign 
*' Evince that patriots have not bled in vain. 
^* Here god^like Liberty's herculean youth, 
*' Cradled in peace, and nurtured up by truth 
^* To full maturity of nerve and mind, 
'* Shall crush the giants that bestride mankind ! * 
'* Here shall Religion's pure and balmy draught, 
** In form no more from cups of state bequafiTd^ 
'^ But flow for all, through nation, rank, and sect, 
'* Free as that Heaven its tranquil waves reflect. 
^^ Around the columns of the public shrine 
* ' Shall growing arts their gradual wreath entwine, 
*' Nor breathe corruption from their flowering 

braid, 
'* Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to shade. 
** No longer here shall Justice bound her view, 
'* Or wrong the many, while she rights the few ; 

* Thus MoESB : " Here the sciences and the arts of ciyi- 
Used life are to receive their highest improvements ; here civil 
and religious liberty are to flourish, unchecked by the cruel 
hand of civil or ecclesiastical tyranny \ here genius, aided by 
all the improvements of former ages, is to be exerted in hu- 
maniring mankind, in expanding and enriching their minds 
with religious and philosophical knowledge,** etc. etc. p. 56g. 
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'* But take her range through all the social firame, 
*' Pure and pervading as that vital flame 
* ^ Which warms at onee our best aadmeanest part , 
'^ And thrills a hair while it expands a heart!" 

Oh golden dream ! what soul that doves to scan 
The bri^^tness rather than the shades of man, 
That owns the good, while smarting with the ill. 
And loves the world with all its fraihy still— 
What ardent bosom does not spring to meet 
The generous hope with all that heavenly heat, 
Which makes the soul nnwilhng to resign 
The thoughts of growing, even on earth, divine ! 
Tes, dearest Forbes, I see thee glow to think 
The chain of ages yet may boast a link 
Of purer texture than tiie world has known. 
And fit to bind us to a Godhead's throne ! 

But, is it thus ? doth even the glorious dream 
Borrow from truth that dim uncertain gleam. 
Which bids us give such dear delusion scope, 
As kiUs not reason, while it nurses hope ? 
No, no, believe me, 'tis not so — even now, 
While yet upon Columbia's rising brow 
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The show^ smile of young presttmption plays, 
Her bloom is poison'd tod her heart decays ! 
Even nowy in dawn of life, her sickly breath 
Bums with the taint of .empires near their death, 
And, like the nymphs of ker own withering clime, 
She's old in youth, she*s blasted in her prime !* 

Already has the child of Gallia's school, 
The foul Philosophy that sins by rule, 
With all her train of reasoning, damning arts. 
Begot by brilliant heads or worthless hearts. 
Like things that quicken after Nilus' flood, 
The venom'd birth of sunshine and of mud I 
Already has she pour'd'her poison here 
O'er every charm that makes existence dear. 
Already blighted, with her blackening trace, 
The opening bloom of every social grace, 

* '< What will be the old age of thi» government, if it is 
thus early decrepit ! ** Such was the remark of FAOcnsT, the 
French minister at Philaddphia, in that famous dispatch to 
his goyemment which was intercepted hj one of our crullers 
in the year i^Qf. This curiotis memorial maj be found in 
PoHCUPiirc's iP'ofktf TfA, i. p. 279. It remain* a striking mo- 
nument of republican intrigue on one side, and republican 
profligacy on the other \ and I would recommend the perusal 
of it to every honest politician, who May bbour under a mo- 
ment's delusion with respect to the purity of American pa- 
triotism. 



iSs BP18TLB8, 

And all thofe courtesies that lore to shoof 
Round Yirtiie's stem, the floirVets of her firoit ! 

Oh ! were these enors but the wanton tide 
Of yoong Inxorianoe or nnchasten'd pride ; 
The fervid folKes and the faldts of sndi 
As wrongly feel, because they feel too much; 
Then might experience make the fever less. 
Nay, graft a virtue on each warm excess ; 
Bat no ; 'tis heartless, specnlative ill, 
All youth's transgression with all age's chill, 
The apathy of wrong, the bosom's ice, 
A slow and cold stagnation into vice ! 

Long has the love of gold, that meanest rage 
And latest folly of man's sinking age, 
Which, rarely venturing in the van of life. 
While nobler passions wage their heated strife. 
Comes skulking last, with selfidmess and fear. 
And dies, collecting lumber in the rear! 
Long has it pakied every grasping hand 
And greedy spirit through this bartering land ; 
Tum'd life to trafic, set the demon gold 
So loose abroad, that Virtue's self is sold, 
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And conscience, truth, and honesty, are made 
To rise and fall, like other wares of trade ! * 

A](ready in this free, this* virtuous state. 
Which, Frenchmen tell us, was ordain'd by Fate, 
To show the world what high perfection springs 
From rabble senators and merchant kings — 
Even here already patriots learn to steal 
Their private perquisites from public weal, 
And, {^rdians of the country's sacred fire. 
Like Afric's priests, they let the flame for hire I 
Those vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose 
From England's debtors to be England's foes, f 
Who could their monarch in their purse forget, 
And break allegiance but to cancel debt,§ 

* '' Nous Toyons que dans les pays ou Ton n'est affect^ qae 
de-Tesprit de commerce, on trafique de toutes les actions 
hamaines et de toutes les vertuft morales.**— -MoHTESQinBC, de 
t Esprit des JLoiSf liv. 9o. chap. a. 

f I trust I shall not be suspected of a wish to justify those 
arbitrary steps of the English gOTemment which the Colonies 
found it so necessary to resist; my only object here is to ex- 
pose the selfish motiyes of some of the leading American 
demagogues. 

} The most perseyering enemy to the interests of this coua- 
tcy, amongst the politicians of die western world, has been a 
Virginian merchant, who, finding it easier to settle his con- 
science than his debts, was one of the first to raise the standard 
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Have proved at length the mioeraVs tempting hne, 
Which makes a patriot, can unmake him too.* 
Oh ! Freedom, Freedom, how I hate thy ca^t ! 
Not Eastern bombast, nor the savage rant 
Of purpled madmen, were they numbered all 
From Roman Nero down to' Russian Paul, 
Gould grate upon my ear so mean, so base, 
As the rank jargon of that factious race. 
Who, poor of heart and prodigal of words. 
Born to be slaves and struggling to be lords, 
But pant for license, whiltf they spurn control. 
And shout for rights, with rapine in their soul ! 
Who can, with patience, for a moment see 
The medley mass of pride and misery. 
Of whips and charters, manacles and rights. 
Of slaving blacks and democratic whites, f 

against Great Britain, and bus ever since endeavoared icvreTenge 
npon the whole country the obligations which he lies Qnder 
to a few of its merchants. 

* See Porcupine's Account of the Pensylponia Insurrec" 
lion in 1794. In short, see Porcupine's works throughoat, 
for ample corroboraUon of every sentiment which 1 have ven- 
tured to express. In saying this, I refer less to the comments 
of that writer, than to the occurrences which he has related 
and the documents which he has preserved. Opinion maj 
be suspected of bias, but facts speak for themselves. 

t In Virginia the effects of this system begin to be felt 
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And all the pye-bald polity that reigns 
In free confusion o'er Columbia's plains ? 
To think that man, thou just and gentle God ! 
Should stand before thee^ with a tyrant's rod 
O'er creatures like himself, with soul from thee, 
Tet dare to boast of perfect liberty ; 
Away, away — I'd rather hold my neck 
By doubtful tenure from a sultan's beck. 
In climes where liberty has scarce been named, 
Nor any right but that of ruling claim'd, 
• Than thus to Uye, where bastard freedom waves 
Her fustian flag in mockery over slaves ; 
Where (motley laws admitting no degree 
Betwixt the vilely slaved and madly free) 
Alike the bondage and the license suit, 
The brute made ruler and the man made brute ! 



rather seriously. While the master raves of liberty, the slave 
cannot but cat-ch the contagion, and accordingly there seldom 
elapses a month without some alarm of insurrection amongst 
the negroes. The accession of Louisiana, it is feared, will 
increase this embarrassment) as the numerous emigrations, 
which are expected to take place from the southern states to 
this newly acquired territory, will considerably diminish the 
white population, and thus strengthen the proportion of ne- 
groes to a degree which mast ultimately be ruinous. 
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But, oh my Forbes ! while thus, in flowerless songf 
I feebly paint what yet I feel so stronj^ 
The ills, the vices of the land, where first 
Those rebel fiends that rack the world were nursti 
Where treason's arm by royalty was nerved. 
And Frenchmen leam'd to crush the throne they 

served — 
Thou, gently lulFd in dreams of classic thought, 
By bards illumined and by sages taught, 
Pant'st to be all, upon this mortal scene, 
Tiiat bard hath fancied or that sage hath been ! 
Why should I wake thee ? why severely chase 
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace, 
That dwell before thee, like the pictures spread 
By Spartan matrons round the genial bed, 
Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art 
Brightening the young conceptions of thy heart ! 

Forgive me, Forbes— and should the song destroy 
One generous hope. One throb of social joy, 
One high pulsation of the zeal for man. 
Which few can feel, and bless that few who can ! 
Oh 1 turn to him, beneath whose kindred eyes 
Thy talents open and thy virtues rise, 
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Forget where nature lias been dark or dim, 
And proudly study all her lights in him ! 
Tes, yes, in him the erring world forget, 
And feel that man may reach perfection yet I 



SONG. 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wotc 

Is fair— but oh ! how feiir, 
If Pity's hand had stolen from Love 

One leaf to mingle there ! 

If every rose with gold were tied, 

Did gems for dew-drops fall. 
One &ded leaf where Love had sigh'd 

Were sweetly worth them all ! 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 

Our emblem well may be ; 
Its bloom is yours, but hopeless love 

Must keep its tears for me ! 
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LYING. 



cbb coh lb lob bugib paioit divibi. 

Maubo d'Abcawo. 



I DO confess, in many a sigh 
My lips have breathed you many a lie, 
And who, with such delights in view, 
Would lose them for a lie or two ? 

Nay — look not thus, with brow reproving ; 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving I 
If half we tell the girls were true, 
If half we swear to think and do 
Were aught but lying's bright illusion, 
The world would be in strange confusion I 
If ladies' eyes were, every one. 
As lovers swear, a radiant sun. 
Astronomy should leave the sikies. 
To learn her lore in ladies' eyes ! 
Oh no ! — believe me, lovely girl, 
Wlien Nature turns your teeth to pearl, 
Your neck to snow, your eyes to fire. 
Your yellow locks to golden wire, 
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Then, only then, can Heaven decree 
That you should live for only me, 
Or I for you, as, night and morn, 
We've swearing kiss'd, and kissing sworn ! 

And now, ray gentle hints to clear, 
For once, I'll tell you truth, my dear ! 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
A loving youth, whose love is sweet, 
Long as you're false and he believes you. 
Long as you trust and he deceives you. 
So long the blissful bond endures ; 
And while he lies, his heart is yours : 
But, oh ! you've wholly lost the youth 
The inst^mt that he tells vou truth ! 



ANACREONTIC. 

I fill'd to thee, to thee I drank, 
I nothing did but drink and fill ; 

The bowl by turns was bright and blank, 
"Twas drinking, filling, drinking still ! 

At length I bid an artist paint 
Thy image in this ample cup. 
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That I might see the dimpled saint 
To whom I qaaff'd my nectar op. 

Behold, how bright that purple lip 
Is bloshing through the wave at me ! 

Eyery roseate drop I sip 

Is just like kissing wine firom thee ! 

But, oh ! 1 drink the more for this ; 

For, ever when the draught I drain. 
Thy lip incites another kiss, 

And in the nectar flows again I 

So, here's to thee, my gentle dear ! 

And may that eye for ever shine 
Beneath as soft and sweet a tear 

As bathes it in this bowl of mine I 

TO 'S PICTURE. 

Go, then, if she whose shade thou art 
No more will let thee soothe my pain — 

Yet tell her, it has cost this heart 
Some pangs, to giye thee back again I 

Tell her, the smile was not so dear 
With which she made thy semblance mine. 
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As bitter is the buming tear^ 
With which I now the gift resign i 

Tet go— *and could she still restore^ 

As some exchange for tAing thee, 
The tranquil look which first I wore, 

When her eyes found me wild and free : 

Gould she give back the careless flow, 

The spirit which my fancy knew — 
Tet, ah ! 'tis vain — go, picture, go — 

Smile at me once, and then — adieu ! 

FRAGMENT 
OF A MYTHOLOGICAL HYMN TO LOVE.* 

Blest infant of eternity ! 
Before the day-star leam'd to move, 

* Lore and Psyche are here considered as the active and 
passive principles of creation, and the universe is supposed 
to have received its first harmonising impulse from the nup- 
tial sympathy between these two powers. A marriage is 
generally the first step in cosmogony. Timaeus held Form 
to be the father, and Matter the mother of the World \ Elion 
and Berouth, I think, are Sanchoniatho*s first spiritual lovers, 
and Manco-capac and his wife introduced creation amongst 
the Peruvians. In short, Haile^n seems to have studied 
cosmogonies, when he said *' tutto il mondo h fatto come la 
nostra famiglia.'* 
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In pomp of fire, along his grand career, 

Glancing the beamy shafts of light 
From his rich quiver to the £aurtfiest sphere, 
Thou wert alone , •h Love ! 
Nestling beneath the wings of ancient night, 
Whose horrors seem'd to smile in shadowing 
thee! 

No form of beauty soothed thine eye^ 

As through the dim expanse it wander'd wide ; 
No kindred spirit caught thy sigh, 

As o'er the watery waste it lingering died ! 

Unfelt the pulse, unknown the power, 
That latent in his heart was sleeping ; 

Oh Sympathy ! that lonely hour 

Saw Love himself thy absence weeping ! 

But look what glory through the darkness beams ! 
Celestial airs along the water glide : 
What spirit art thou, moving o'er the tide 
So lovely ? art thou but the child 

Of the young godhead's dreams. 
That mock his hope with fancies strange and wild? 

Or were his tears, as quick they fell, 
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* 

Collected in so bright a foim, 
Till, kindled by the ardent spell 

Of his desiring eyes, 
And all impregnate with his sighs, 
They spring to life in shape so fair and warm ? 

•Tis she ! 
Psyche, the first-bom spirit of the air, 
To thee, oh Love I she turns. 
On thee her eye*beam burns : 
Blest hour of nuptial ecstasy ! 

They meet — 
The blooming god-*the spirit fair — 

Oh ! sweet, oh heavenly sweet ! 
Now, Sympathy, the hour is thine ; 
All Nature feels the thrill divine. 
The veil of Chaos is witibdrawn. 
And their first kiss is great Creation's dawn I 
* * * * * 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
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TO HIS SEBERE fflGHHESS 
THE DUKE OF MOMTPENSIEa, 

oil HIS PORTRAIT or THE LADT ADELAIDE r-RB-5. 

DotdngUm PoHl, i8o». 

To catch the thought, by painting's speU, 
However remote, however lefined, 

And o'er the magic tablet tell 
The silent story of the mind ; 

O'er Nature's form to glance the eye, 

' And fix, by mimic light and shade, 
Her morning tinges, ere they fly. 
Her evening blnvhes, ere they fade I 

These are the pencil's grandest theme, 

Diyinest of the powers divine 
That light the Muse's flowery dieam, 

And these, oh Prince ! are richly thine ! 

Tet, yet, when Friendship sees thee trace. 

In emanating soul express'd. 
The sweet memorial of a face 

On which her eye delights to rest ; 
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While o'er the lovely look serene, 
The smile of peace, the bloom of youth, 

The cheek, that blushes to be seen, 
The eye, that tells the bosom's truth ; 

While o'er each line, so brightly true, 
Her soul with fond attention roves, 

Blesnng the hand whose various hue 
Gould imitate the form it loves ; 

She feels the value of thy art. 

And owns it with "a purer zeal, 
A rapture, nearer to her heart 

Than critic taste can a^er feel ! 



THE PHILOSOPHER ARTSTIPPUS* 

TO A LAMP WHICH WAS GIVEN HIM BT LAIS. 



DULCI8 0OV8CIA LZGTULI LUCEEVA. 

Martial, lib. xir. epig. 39. 

'' Oh ! love the Lamp (my Mistress said), 
'^ The faithful Lamp that, many a night, 

* It waf not Tery difficult to become a pliil68opher amongst 
the ancients. A moderate store of learning, with a consider- 



lG6 SriSTLBS, GOES, 

'' Beside thy Lais' lonely bed 
'< Has kept its little watdi of light I 

«< Fall often has it seen her weep, 

** And fix her eye upon its fiame, 
'' Till, weary, she has sunk to sleep, 

'^ Repeating her beloved's name I 

'^ Oft has it known her cheek to bum 

*' With recollections, fondly, free, 
** And seen her turn, impassioned turn, 

'' To kiss the pillow, love ! for thee, 

able portion of confidence, and wit enough to produce an 
occasional apophthegm, were all the necessary qualifications 
for the purpose. The principles of moral science were so 
rery imperfectly. understood, that the founder of a new sect, 
in forming his ethical code, might consult either funcy or 
temperament, and adapt it to his own passions and propen- 
sities; so that Mahomet,, with a little more learning, might 
have flourished as a philosopher in those days, and would 
have required but the polish of the schools- to become the 
riral of Aristippus in morality. In the science of nature too, 
though they discovered some valuable truths, yet they seemed 
not to know they were truths, or at least were as well satis- 
fied with errors ; and Xenophanes, who asserted that the 
stars were igneous clouds, lighted up every night and extin- 
guished again in the morning, was thought and styled a phi- 
losopher, as generally as he who anticipated Newton in de- 
veloping the arrangement of the universe. 

For this opinion of Xenophanes, see Plutarch de Placit, 
Philosoph, lib. ii. cap. i3. It is impossible to read this trea- 
tise of Plutarch without alternately admiring and smiling at 
the genius, the absurdities of the philosophers. 
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*' And, in a murmur, wish thee there, 
'* Tha't kiss to feel, that thought to share ! 

** Then love the Lamp— 'twill often lead 

*^ Thy step through Learning's sacred way ; 
** And, lighted by its happy ray, 
^* Whene'er those darling eyes shall read 
** Of things sublime, of Nature's birth, 
'* Of all that's bright in Heaven or earth, 
'* Oh 1 think*that she, by whom 'twas given, 
*^ Adores thee n^ore than earth or Heaven ! " 

Tes-niearest Lamp ! by every charm 
On which thy midnight beam has hung ; ^ 

The neck reclined, the graceful arm 
Across the brow of ivory flung ; 

The heaving bosom, partly hid, 

The sever'd lips' delicious sighs, 
The fringe, that from the snowy lid 

Along the cheek of roses lies : 

* The ancients had their lucems cnbicularix, or bed- 
chamber lamps, which, as the Emperor Galienus said, *•*• nil 
eras meminerej** and with the same commendation of secrecy, 
Praxagora adcbresses her lamp, in Aeistophanes, £jt»A9f* 
We may jndge how fanciful they were in the use and em- 
bellishment of their lamps, from the famous symbolic Ln- 
cema which we find in the Romanvm Museum Mior. Awe* 
Caosii, p. 127. 
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By these, by all that bloom untold, 
And long as all skoM charm my heart, 

ni love my little Lamp of gold. 
My Lamp and 1 shall never part I 

And often, as she smiling said, 

In fancy's hour, thy gentle rays 
Shall guide my visionary tread 

Through poesy's enchanting maze ! 

Thy flame shall light the page lefined. 
Where still we catch the Ghian's breath. 
Where still the bard, though cold in death. 

Has left his burning soul behind ! 

Or, o'er thy humbler legend shine, 
Oh man of Ascra's dreary glades ! * 

To whom the nightly-warbling Nine f 
A wand of inspiration gave, § 

Pluck'd from the greenest tree that shades 
The crystal of Gastalia's wave. 

* Hesiod, who tells us in melancholy tenns of his father's 
flight to the wretched Tillage of Ascra. E^. mm lH^f(* 
y. aSi. . 

t Eyp9;^<«i rttx^fi w9^ttut}iXtit 09Wf itiomi.^-Theog.T, lo. 
T. 3o. * 
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Then, turning to a purer lore, 
We'll cull the sages* heavenly store. 
From Science steal her golden clue, 
And every mystic path pursue, 
Where Nature, far from vulgar eyes. 
Through labyrinths of wonder flies ! 

'Tis thus my heart shall learn to know 
The passing world's precarious flight, 

Where all tliat meets the morning glow 
Is changed before the fall of night ! * 

I'll tell thee, as I trim thy fire, 

'* Swift, swift the tide of being runs, 

^* And Time, who bids thy flame expire, 
^' Will also quench yon heaven of suns ! " 

Oh ! then if earth's united power 
Can never chain one feathery hour ; 
If every print we leave to-day 
To-morrow's wave shall steal away ; 

* Pfif r« iXm wmfut ittuitf as expresied among the 
dogmas of Hiraclitus the Ephesian, and with the same image 
by SiHECA, in whom we find a beautiful diffusion of the 
thought. '* Nemo est mane qui fait pridie. Corpora nostra 
rapiuntur fluminum more^ quidquid Tides currit cum tem- 
pore. Nihil ex his qua videmus manet. Ego ipse, dum 
loqaor mutari ipsa, mutatus sum,** etc. 

VOL. II. 8 
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Who pauses to inquire of Heaven 
Why were the fleeting treasures given, 
The sunny days, tihe sl^s^dy nights, 
4nd all their brief but dear delights, 
Which Heaven has made for man to use. 
And man should think it guilt tp lose ? 
Who, that has cull'd a peeping rose, 
Will ask it why it breathes and glows, 
Unmindful of the blushing ray, 
In which it shines its soul away ; 
Unmindful of the scented sigh. 
On which it dies and loves to die ? 

Pleasure ! thou only good on earth ! * 

One little hour resign'd to thee — 
Oh ! by my Lais' lip, 'tis worth 

The sage's immortality ! 

Then far be all the wisdom hence, 

And all the lore, whose tame control 
Would wither joy with chill delays ! 

* Aristippos considered motion as the principle of hap- 
piness, in which idea he difFered from the Epicureans, who 
looked to a sute of repose as the only true roluptuousness, 
and avoided even the too lively agitations of pleasure, as a 
violent and ungraceful derangement of the senses. 
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Alas ! the fertile fount of sense, 

At which the yoimg^ the panting sq^uI 
Drinks life and love, too soon ^^ecays ! 

Sweet Lamp ! thou wert not form'd to shed 

Thy splendour on a lifeless page — 
Whate'er my blusliing Lais said 

Of though ful lore ai^td studies sage, 
'Twas mockery all— h^r glance of joy 
Told me thy (^j^jpe^t, best employ ! * 

And, soon as night shall close the eye 

Of Heaven's young wanderer in the w;est ; . 

* M AUPERTUis has b^en stUl more ^p^cit Uuua x^is philoso- 
pher, in ranking the pleasures of sense above the sublimest 
pursuits of wisdom. Speaking of the infant man, in his pro- 
duction, he calls him, '* une nouvelle creature, qui pourra 
comprendre les choses lea plus sublimes, et ce qui est bien 
au-dessns, qui pourra goiiter les m^mes plaisirs.'' — See his 
f^enus Physique. This appears to be one of the efforts at 
Fontenelle's gallantry of manner, ^r which the lei\i;ned Pre- 
sident is so well ridiculed in the Ahakia of Voltaire. 

Maupertuis may be thought to have borrowed from the 
ancient Aristippus that ipdiscrimia^te theory of pleasures 
which he has set forth in his Essai de Philosophic Morale, 
and for which he was so very justly condemned. Aristippus, 
according to Laertius, held /S9 ^m^^ttf t% 9^999 9^99;, 
which irrational sentiment has been adopted by Maupertuis : 
** Tant qu*on ne consid^ que'l*<$tat present, tous les plaisirs 
sont du m^me genre,'* etc. etc. 
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When seers are gazing on the sky, 
To find their future orbs of rest ; 

Then shall I take my trembling way, 
Unseen but to those worlds above. 

And, led by thy mysterious ray. 
Glide to the pillow of my love. 

Calm he her sleep, the gentle dear ! 
Nor let her dream of bliss so near, 
Till-o'er lier cheek she thrilling feel 
My sighs of fire in murmurs steal, 
And I shall lift the locks that flow 
Unbraided o'er her lids of snow, 
And softly kiss those sealed eyes, 
And wake her into sweet surprise ! 

Or if she dream, oh ! let her dream 

Of those delights we both have known. 
And felt so truly, that they *seem 

Form'd to be felt by us alone ! 
And I shall mark 'her kindling cheek, 

Shall see her bosom warmly move, 
And hear her faintly, lowly speak 

The murmured sounds so dear to love ! 
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Oh ! I shall gaze till even the sigh 
That wafts her very soul be nigh, • 
And, when the nymph is all but blest, 
Sink in her arms and share the rest I 
Sweet Lais ! what an age of bliss 

In that one moment waits for me ! 
Oh sages ! — think on joy like this. 

And where's your boast of apathy ? 



TO MRS. EL— H— D. 

WRITTEN IN HER ALBUM. 



CebetU Tabula. 



They say that Love had once a book 
(The urchin likes to copy you). 

Where all who came the pencil took. 
And wrote, like us^ a line or two. 

'Twas Innocence, the maid divine, 

Who kept this volume bright and fair, 

And saw that no unhallow'd line, 
Or thought profane, should enter there. 
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And sweetly did the p^ges fill 

With fond devicb and. loving lore, 

And every teal she tdt&'d was still 

More bright than that ^he tum'd before ! 

Beneath the touch of tlo^, how soft, 
How light the magic pencil ran ! 

Till Fear would come, alas ! as oft. 
And trembling close what Hope began. 

A tear or two had dropp*d from Grief, . 

And Jealousy would, now and then, 
Ruffle in haste some snowy leaf, 

Which Lore had still to smooth again ! 

But, oh ! theve was a bloemiag boy 
Who often turn'd the pages o'er. 

And wrote therein such words of joy. 
As all who read still sigh'd for more ! 

And Pleasure WAs this spiirit's name, 
And though ftb soft his yoke kUd took. 

Yet Innocence, whene'er he came. 

Would tremble for her spotless book ! 

For still she saw his ptayAtl fifigefs 
Fill'd urith stUreets and waoftdn toys ; 
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And well she knew th« stain that lingers 
After sweets firom wanton boys ! 

And so it chanced, one luckless night 

He let his honey goblet fall 
O'er the dear book, so pure, so white. 

And sullied lines and marge and all ! 

In yain he sought, with eager lip. 

The honey from the leaf to drink, 
For still the more the boy would sip, 

The deeper still the blot would sink ! 

Oh ! it would make you weep, to see 

The traces of this honey flood 
Steal o*er a page, where Modesty 

Had freshly drawn a rose's bud ! 

And Fancy's emblems lost their glow. 
And Hope's sweet lines were all defaced. 

And Lore himself could scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately traced ! 

At length the urchin Pleasure fled, 
(For how, alas ! Could Pleasure stay ?) 

And Love, while many a tear he shed, 
In blushes flung the book away ! 
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The index now alone remains, 

Of all the pages spoil'd by Pleasure, 

And though it bears some honey stains, 
Yet Memory counts tlie leaf a treasure ! 

And oft, they say, she scans it o'er. 
And oft, by this memorial aided, 

Brings back the pages now no more, 

And thinks of lines that long have faded ! 

I know not if this tale be true. 

But thus the simple facts are stated i 

And I refer their truth to you, 

Since Love and you are near related ! 
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TO THOMAS HUME, ESQ. M. D, 
FROM THE crrr of wasbington. 



AIHTHSOMAI AIHTHMATA IS12S Ani£TA> KOI- 
NONA *ON inEnONSA OTK EXOM. 

XsiroPHOiVT. Ephes, Ephesiac, lib. y. 



'Tis evening now ; the heats and cares of day 
In twilight dews are calmly wept away. 
The lover now, beneath the western star. 
Sighs through the medium of his sweet segar. 
And fills the ears of some consenting she 
With puffs and vows, with smoke and constancy ! 
The weary statesman for repose hath fled 
From halls of council to his negro's shed. 
Where blest he wooes some black Aspasia's grace, 
And dreams of freedom in his slave's embrace ! * 

In fancy now, beneath the twilight gloom, 
Gome, let me lead thee o'er this modern Rome ! t 

♦ The " black Aspaiia" of the present ♦*♦***♦** of the 
United States, ** inter Avernales baud ignotissima nympbas," 
bas giren rise to mucb pleasantry among the anti-democrat 
wits in America. 

t <* On the original location of the ground now allotted 
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Where tribunes rule, where dusky Davi bow, 
And what was Goose-Greek once is Tiber now I ♦ — 
This famed metropolis, where Fancy sees 
Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees ; 
Which travelling fools and gazetteers adorn 
With shrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn, 
Though nought but woodf and********* they see, 
Where streets should run, and sages ought to be ! 

for the seat of the federal City (says Mr. Weld) the identical 
spot on -which the capitol now stands was called Rome. This 
anecdote is celated by many as a certain prognostic of the 
future magnificence of this city, which is to be, as it were, a 
second Rome." — Weld's Trcwelsy letter iv. 

**" A little stream runs through the city, which, with into- 
lerable afiecution, they hare styled the Tiber. It was ori- 
ginally called Goose- Creek. 

"I* '' To be under the necessity of going through a deep 
-wood for one or two miles, perhaps, in order to see a next- 
door neighbour and in the same city, is a curious, and I be- 
Jieve a novel circumstance.'' — Weld, letter iv. 

The Federal City (if it must be called a city) has not been 
much increased since Mr. Weld visited it. Most of the 
public buildings which -were then in some degree of for- 
-wardness, have been since utterly suspended. The Hotel is 
already a ruin ^ a great part of its roof has fallen in, and the 
rooms are left to be occupied ' gratuitously by the miserable 
Scotch and Irish emigrants. The President's House, a 
very noble structure, is by. no means suited to the philoso- 
phical humility of its present possessor, who inhabits but a 
corner of the mansion himself, and abandons the rest to a 
state of uncleanly desolation, which those -who are not philo- 
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And look, how soft in yonder radiant wave, 
Tiie dying sun prepares his golden grave ! — 
Oh great Potowmac ! oh you banks of shade ! 
You mighty scenes, in Nature's morning tnade, 
While still, in rich magnificence of prime, 
She pour'd her wonders, lavishly sublime, 
Nor yet had leam'd to stoop, with humbler care, 
From grand to soft, from wonderful to fair ! 
Say, were your towering hills, your boundless floods' 
Your rich savannas and majestic woods. 
Where bards should meditate and heroes rove, 
And woman charm and man deserve her love ! 
Oh ! was a world so bright but born to grace 
Its own half-organized, half-minded race'^ 

sophers cannot look at without regret. This grand edifice is 
encircled by a rery rude pale, through which a common 
rustic stile introduces the yisitors of the first man in Ame- 
rica. With respect to all that ' is within the house, I shall 
imitate the prudent forbearance of Herodotus, and say, 

The private buildings exhibit the same characteristic dis- 
play of arrogant speculation and premature ruin, and the 
few ranges of houses which were begun some years ago, 
have remained so long waste and unfinished, that they are 
now for the most part dilapidated. 

* The picture which Buffon and De Pauw have drawn 

of the American Indian, though very humiliating, is, as 

lar as 1 can judge, much more correct than the flattering 
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Of weak barbarians, swarming o*er its breast, 
Like vermin gender'd on the lion's crest ! 
Were none but brutes to call that soil their home, 
Where none but demi-gods should dare to roam ? 
Or worse, thou mighty world I oh! doubly worse, 
Did Heaven design thy lordly land to nurse 
The motley dregs of every distant dime, 
Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 
Which Europe shakes from her perturbed sphere. 
In full malignity to rankle here ? 
But hush i — observe that Uttle mount of pines, 
Where the breeze murmurs and the fire-fly shines. 
There let thy fancy raise, in bold reUef, 
The sculptured image of that veteran chief, "^ 
Who lost the rebel's in the hero's name, 
And stepp'd o'er prostrate loyalty to fame ; . 

representations which Mr. Jefferson has given as. See the 
IVotes on F'irginia, where this gentleman endeavonrs to dis- 
prore in general the opinion maintained so strongly by some 
philosophers, that nature (as Mr. Jefferson expresses it) ^e- 
liltles her productions in the western world. M. db Pauw 
attributes the imperfections of animal life in America to the 
ravages of a yery recent deluge, from whose effects upon its 
soil and atmosphere it has not yet sufficiently recovered. 
— See his Recherches sur Us Americains, part. i. tom. i. 
p. toi. 

* On a smaU hill near the capitol, there is to be an eques- 
trian statue of General Washington. 
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BetieAth whoM swbrd Columbia's patriot train 
Ga9t off their motiaTcb, that their mob mightreiga! 

How shall we rank thee upon Glory's page ? 
Thou mote th&u soldier tod just less than sage ! 
Too form'd for peace to act a conqueror's part, 
Too train'd in camp* to learn a statesman's art, 
Nature design'd thee for a hero's mould. 
But, ere she cast thee, let the stuff grow cold ! 

While Warmer touls command, nay, make their 

fate. 
Thy fate m^de thee and forced thee to be great. 
Yet Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds 
H^ brightest halo round the weakest heads. 
Found thee undazzled, tranquil as before, 
Proud to be useful, scorning to be more ; 
Less prompt at glory's than at duty's claim, — 
Renown the meed, but self'^applause the aim ; 
All thou hast been reflects less fame on thee. 
Far leas, than all tb^u hast forborne to be ! 

Now ttttn thine eye where faint the moonlight falls 
On yonder dome — and in those princely halls. 
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If thou canst hate, as, oh ! that soul must hate. 
Which loves the yirtaous and reveres the great. 
If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 
That Gallic garbage of philosophy, 
That nauseous slaver of these frantic times. 
With which false liberty dilutes her crimes I 
If thou hast got, within thy free-bom breast, 
One pulse that beats more proudly than the rest, 
With honest scorn for that inglorious soul 
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob's control, 
Which courts the rabble's smile, the rabble's nod. 
And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god ! 
There, in those walls — ^but, burning tongue, for- 
bear ! 
Rank must be reverenced, even the rank that's 

there r 
So here I pause — and now, my Hume ! we part ; 
But oh ! full oft, in magic dreams of heart, 
Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 
By Thames at home, or by Potowmac here ! 
O'er lake and marsh, through fipvers and through 

fogs, 
Midst bears and yankees, democrats and frogs. 



AND OTHER POEMS. 1 85 

Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 
With me shall wonder, and with me despise ! * 
While I, as oft, in witching thought shall rove 
To thee, to friendship, and that land I love, 
Where, like the air that fans her fields of green, 
Her freedom spreads, unfever'd and serene ; 
Where sovereign man can condescend to see 
The throne and laws more sovereign still than he ! 

^ la the fermeiit which the French revolution excited among 
the democrats of Americai and the licentioas sympathy with 
which they shared in the wildest excesses of jacohinism, we 
may find one source of that Tulgarity of vice, Uiat hostility to 
all the graces of life, which distinguishes the present dema- 
gogues of the United States, and has become indeed too gene- 
rally the characteristic of their countrymen . But there is another 
cause of the corruption of private morals, which, encouraged 
as it is by the government, and identified with the interests 
of the community, seems to threaten the decay of all honest 
principle in America. I allude to those fraudulent violations 
of neutrality to which they are indebted for the most lucrative 
part of their commerce, and by which they have so long in- 
fringed and counteracted the maritime rights and advantages 
of this country. This unwarrantable trade is necessarily 
abetted by such a system of collusion, imposture, and per- 
jury, as cannot fail to spread rapid contamination around it. 
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THE SIf ARE. 
1801. 

Mt loTe aad 1, the other day, 
Within a myrtle arbour lay. 
When near us, from a rosy bed, 
A little snake put forth its head. 

^^ See, " said the maid, with laughing eyes — 
^' Yonder the fatal emblem lies ! 
^* Who could expect such hidden harm 
" Beneath the rose's velvet charm ? *' 

Merer did mond thought occur 
In more unlucky hour than this ; 

For oh ! I just was leading her^ 
To talk of love and think of bliss. 

I rose to kill the snake, but she 
In pity pray'd, it might not be. 

'^ No/' said the girl — and many a spark 
Flash'd from her eyelid, as she said it — 

'* Under the rose, or in the dark, 

'< One might, perhaps, have cause to dread it ; 
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" But when its wicked eyes appear, 

*^ And when We know for what they wink so, 
^^ Ohe must be very ^mple, dear, 

'* To let it sting one— don't you think so ? " 



LINES, 
WRITTEN ON LEAVING PHILADELPHIA. 



rnf^ Tiif ir«Aiy ^tXttt 



SoPBOGL. O^dip, Colon, v. 758. 



Alone by the Schuylkill a wanderer roved, 
And bright were its flowery banks to his eye ; 

But far, very far were the friends that he loved. 
And he gated on its flowery banks with a sigh ! 

Oh Nature ! though blessed and bright are thy 
rays, 

O'er the brow 6f creation enchantiogly thrown, 
Tet faint are they all to the lustre that plays 

In a smile from the heart that is dearly our own ! 
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Nor long did the soul of the stranger remain 

Unblest by the smile he had languish 'd to meet ; 
Though scarce did he hope it would soothe him 
again, 
Till the threshold of home had been kiss'd by 
his feet ! 

But the lays of his boyhood had stolen to their ear. 

And they loved, what they knew of so humble 

a name^ 

And they told him, with flattery welcome and dear. 

That they found in his heart something sweeter 

than fame ! 

Nor did woman— oh woman ! whose form and 
whose soul 
Are the spell and the light of each path we 
pursue ! 
Whether sunn'd in the tropicsor chill'd at the pole. 
If woman be there, there is happiness too ! 

Nor did she her enamouring magic deny, 

That magic his heart had relinquished so long, 

Like eyes he had Wed was her eloquent eye. 
Like them did it soften and weep at his song. 
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Oh ! blest be the tear, and in memory oft 

May its sparkle be shed o'er his wandering 
dream ! 

Oh ! blest be that eye, and may passion as soft, 
As free from a pang, ever mellow its beam ! 

The stranger is gone — -but he will not forget, 
When at home he shall talk of the toil he has 
known, 
To teU, with a sigh, what endearments he met, 
As he stray'd by the wave of the Schuylkill 
alone ! 



THE FALL OF HEBE. 

A DITBYRAMBIC ODE.^ 

TwAS on a day 
When the immortals at their banquet lay ; 

The bowl 
Sparkled with starry dew, 
The weeping of those myriad urns of liglit, 

'*' Thoagh I call thU a Dithyrambic Ode, I cannot pre- 
same to say that it possesses, in any degree, the characterise 
tics of that species of poetry. The nature of tlie ancient 
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Within wbosye otIni, the almighty Power, 
At Nature's dawning hour, 

Dithyrambic is very imperfectly known. According to M . 
. BuEETTE, a licentiom irregulariiy of metre, an extraragant re- 
search of thought and expression, and a rude embarrassed 
constmctloo, aie am^pg iu most distUignishing features. He 
adds, " Ces caract^res des dityrambes se font sentir k ceux 
qui Usent attenUTcment les odes de Pindare.**— iR/<»no(reff de 
VAcad. Tol. X. p. 3o6. And die same opinion laay be col- 
lected from ScHMiDT^s DissettfiUon upon the si^iject. But I 
think, if the Dithyrambics of Pindar were in our possession, 
we should find that, however wild and figncifoly* they were 
by no means the tasteless jargqn they are represented, and 
that even their irregularity was what Boileau calls '* un beau 
difsordre." CsiABEBaA, who has been styl^ the Pindar of 
Italy, and firom whom all its poetry upon the Greek model 
was called Chiabreresco (as Ceescimbeni informs us, lib. i. 
cap. I a), has given, amongst his f^endemmie, a Dithyrambic, 
" all' uso de' Greci \ " it is full of those compound epithets 
which, we are told, were a chief character of the style 

(tfvvi^rvf ^ Af|i/( firsiKv. Soid. A<S-tf^«i^/8«/>^.) 9 
such as 

Briglindorato P^aso 

Nubicalpestator . 

But 1 cannot suppose that Pindar, even amidst all the license 
of dithyrambics, would ever have descended to ballad-language 
like the following : 

BeUaFim,ebeUaClori 
Non pill dar pregio a tue bellezze e taci, 
Che se Bacco fa vezzi alle mie labbra 
Fo le fiche a* vostri bs^ci. 

■ esser vorrei Coppier, 
E se troppo desixo 
Deb fossi io Bottiglier. 

Ringe del Cbiabebaa, part ii. p. 35». 
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Stored the rich fluid of ethereal soul I * 

Around, 

Soft odorous clouds, that upward wing their flight 

From ^^ern id^ 
(Wliere they have bathed them in the orient ray, 
And with fine fragrance all their bosoms fiU'd), 
In circles flew, and, melting as they flew» 
A liquid day-bjpeak o'er the board distiU'd ! 

Ally all was luxury ! 

All must be luxury, where Lyeus smiles ! 
His locks divine 
Were crown*d 
With a bright meteor-braid, 
Which, like an ever-springing wreath of vine. 

Shot into brilliant leafy shapes, 
And o'er his brow in lambent tendrils play'd ! 
While 'mid the foliage hung, 

* This is a Platonic fancy ^ the philosopher supposes, in 
his THmmus, that, when the Deity had Ibrmed the soul of 
the world, he pjxi^e^ded to the compositioi^ of other souls ^ 
in which process, says Plato, he made use of the same cup, 
though the ingredients he mingted were not c[uite so pure as 
for the former j and having refined the mixture with a little 
of his own essence, he distributed it among the stars, which 
served as reservoirs of th^ fluid. Tmvr ttin jmn itmAiv tftt 
r$9 wp$Ttptf KfMTiifm tf ti r^y rv ftmfr$f ^»X9* »i^«ivvvff 
i^iryi ». r. A. 
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Like lucid grapes, 
A thousand clustering blooms of light, 
Cuird from the gardens of the galaxy ! 
Upon his bosom Gytherea's head 
Lay lovely, as when first the Syrens sung 

Her beauty's dawn, 
And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn, 
Reveal'd her deeping in its azure bed. 
The captive deity 
Languished upon her eyes and lip, 
Li chains of ecstacy ! 

Now in his arm. 
In blushes she reposed, 
And, while her zone resigned its every charm. 
To shade his burning eyes her hand in dalliance 
stole. 
And now she raised her rosy mouth to sip 
The nectar'd wave 
Lyaeus gave, 
And from her eyelids, gently closed, 
Shed a dissolving |^eam. 
Which fell, like sun-dew, in the bowl ! 
While her bright hair, in mazy flow 
Of gold descending 
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Along her cheek's luxurious glow, 

Waved o'er the goblet's side, 
And was reflected by its crystal tide 

Like a sweet crocus flower, 
Whose sunny leaves, at evening hour, 
With roses of Gyrene blending, * 
Hang o'er the mirror of a silver stream ! 

The Olympian cup 
fiurn'd in the hands 
Of dimpled Hebe, as she wing'd her feet 

Up 
The empyreal mount, 
To drain the soul-drops at their stellar fount ;t 

And still, 
As the resplendent rill 
Flamed o'er the goblet with a mantling heat. 
Her graceful care 
Would cool its heavenly fire 

* We learn from Tbeopbeastus, that tke roses of Gyrene 
were particalarly fragrant. Ev«i^r« rm ik r« if Ks^v'V 

•f Heraclitas (Physicus) held the soul lo be a spark of the 
stellar essence. " Scintilla stellaris essentiae.**— Macaobius, 
in Somn, Scip. lib. i. cap. i4« 

VOL. II. Q 
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In gelid wsTes^of snonry-feathev'd air, 
Such as the dritdien ^ Ae pole respire, 
In those enchanted bmds'*' 
Where life is all a spring and north winds never 
blow 1 

Bat oh ! 
Sweet Hebe, what* a tear 
And what a blush were thine. 
When, as the breath of erery Grace 
Wafted thy fl^et canev 
Along the studded sphere, 

* The country of the Hyperboreans ; they were tapposed 
to be placed so fiir north that the north wind could not 
aflcct ihem j they lived longer than any other moruis ; passed 
their whole time in music and dancing, etc. etc. But the 
most extravagant fiction related of them is that to which the 
two lines preceding allnde. It was imagined that instead of 
our vulgar atmosphere, the Hyperboreans breathed nothing 
but feathers \ According to Herodotus and Pliht, this idea 
was suggested by the quantity of snow which was observed 
to fall in those regions ; thus the former : T« tif wr%pti 

^•Mm Aiyi<y. — Heeodot. lib. iv. cap. 3i. Ovid tells the 
fable otherwise. See Metamorph. lib. xv. 

Mr. O'Halloraiiy and soaae other Irish Antiquarians, have 
b«ea at greatt expense of learning to prove that the strange 
country, where they took snow for feathers, was Ireland^ and 
that the famous Abaris was an Irish Druid. Mr. Rowland, 
however, will have it, that Abaris was a Welshman, and that 
bis name is only a corruption of Ap Rees ! 
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With a rich cup for Jore himself to drink, 
Some star, that glitter'd in the way, 

Raising its amorous head 
To kiss so ejtquisite a tread, 

Checked thy impatient pace I 
And all Heaven's host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant beauties sink 
In lapse of loveliness, {dong the azure skies ! * 

Upon whose starry plain they lay. 
Like a young blossom on our meads of gold, 

Shed from a vernal thorn 
Amid the liquid sparkles of the morn ! 
Or, as in temples of the Paphian shade, 
The myrtled votaries of the queen behold 
An image of their rosy idol, laid 
Upon a diamond shrine ! 

The wanton wind, 
Which had pursued the flying fair, 

* I believe it is SEavins who mentions this unlucky trip 
which Hebe made in her occapation of cup-bearer; and 
HoFFMAR tells it after him : " Cam Hebe pocula Joyi admi- 
nistrans, per^e lubricum minus cant^ incedens, cecidisset, 
rerolutisque vestibus" — in short, she fell in ^ very awkward 
manner, and though (as the Encyclop^distes ^ink) it would 
biiTe amused Jove at any other time, yet, as he happened to 
be out of temper on that day, the poor girl was dismissed fironx 
her employment. 
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And sweetly twined 
Its spirit with the breathing rings 
Of her ambrosial hair, 
Soar'd.as she fell, and on its ruffling wings 

(Ob wanton wind !) 
Wafted the robe whose sacred flow 
Shadow'd her kindling charms of snow, 
Pure, as an Eleusinian veil 
Hangs o'er the mysteries ! * 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

* the brow of Juno flusb'd— 
Love bless'd the breeze ! 

The Muses blush*d. 
And every cheek was hid bebind a lyre, 
While every eye was glancing through the strings. 
Drops of ethereal dew, 
That burning gush'd. 
As the great goblet flew 
From Hebe's pearly fingers through the sky ! 

* The arcane symbols of this ceremony were deposited in 
the cisu, where they lay rdigionsly concealed from the eyes 
of the profane. They were generally carried in the procession 
by an ass ; and hence the proverb, which one may so often 
apply in the world, " asinns porut mysteria."— See the JW- 
vine LegatUmy book ii. sect. ^. 
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Who was the spirit that remembered Man 
In that Yoluptttous hour? 

And with a wing of Love 
Brush'd off your scatter'd tears, 
As o'er the spangled Heaven they ran, 
And sent them floating to our orb below?'*' 
Essence of immortality ! 

The shower 
Fell glowing through the spheres, 
While all around, new tints of bliss. 
New perfikmes of delight, 
Enrich'd its radiant flow ! 

Now, with a humid kiss. 
It thrill'd along the beamy wire 
Of Heaven's illumined lyre, f 

* In the Geoponica, lib. ii. cap. 17. there is a fable some- 
what like this descent of the necur to earth. £y HfMm rttf 
^iff iv«;^v/Mifi»y9 mm th u»Tmf$f fr«AAir itmfmMifttfWy 
mitvmtp'mnu K^pum rsy ILpmru mm tvtviimi rm XTtpm 
TM »f#r9^sr r^f fim§t9^ mm mptrpi^m /mip «vrsy* rs ^ 
ft»TMf Iff rif ytif tUX^Btf ». r. A.— -See /tutor, de He 
Rustf edit. Cantab. 1704. 

i* The constellation Lyra. The astrologers attribute great 
virtues to this sign in ascendent!, which are enumerated by 
PoNTAffO, in his Crania .* 

Ecce norem cum pectine chordas 



Emodulans, malcet que noTo vaga sidera cantu, 
Quo capta nascentum animse concordia ducunt 
Pectora, etc. 



TO 



Tbat wrinkle, when first I espied it. 
At once pnt my heut oat of pain, 

TiD the eye that was ^wing beside it 
Distub'd my ideas ^ain ! 

Tlioa art just in the twili|^t at present. 
When woman's declension begins. 

When, £iding from all that is pleasant. 
She bids a good night to her sins ! 

Tet thoa still art so lovely to me, 

I would sooner, my exquisite mother ! 

Repose in the sun-set of thee 

Than bask in the noon of another ! 



smile of Iris had consecntcd. — PLUTAkoi. Syimpos, lib. it. 
cap. s. where (as Vossirs remarks) jumrfc, instead of jmAvm, 
is andoabiedly the §<enaiiic reading. — See Vossars, lor some 
cnrioos partienlarities of the rainhow, De OrigMM. et Pro^ 
gress. idoloiat. lih. iii. cap. i3. 
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ANACREONTIC. 



** She never look'd so kind before — 
" Yet why the wanton's smile recal ? 

** Fve seen this witchery o'er and o'er, 
'' 'Tis hollow, vain, and heartless all ! 



!»» 



Thus I said, and, sighing, sipp*d 

The wine which she had lately tasted ; 

The cup where she had lately dipp'd 
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted. 

1 took the harp, and would have sung 

As if 'twere not of her I sang ; 
But still the notes on Lamia hung — 

On whom but Lamia could they hang ? 

That kiss for which, if worlds were mine, 
A world for every kiss I'd give her ; 

Those floating eyes, that floating shine 
Like diamonds in an eastern river ! 

That mould, so finCi so pearly bright, 

Of which luxurious Heaven hath cast her, 

Through which her soul doth beam as white 

As flame through lamps of alabaster I 

9- 
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Of these I sung, and notes and words 
Were sweet as if *twas Lamu's hair 

That ky upon my lule for chords. 
And Laxu's Up that warbled there ! 

But when, alas ! I turn'd the theme, 
And when of vows and oaths I spoke, 

Of truth and hope's beguiling dream — 
The chord beneath my finger broke ! 

False harp ! false woman ! — ^sach, ok ! such 
Are lutes too frail and maids too willing ; 

Every hand's licentious touch 

Can learn to wake their wildest thrilling! 

And when that thrill is most awake, 

And when you think Heaven's joys await you. 

The nymph will chai^, the chord will break — 
Oh Love , oh Music ! how I hate you ! 



TO MRS. 



ON SOME CALUMNIES AGAINST HER CJIAEACTEIl. 



Is not thy mind a gentle mind? 
Is not thy heart a heart refined ? 
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Hast thou not every blameless grace, 
That man should love or IHeaven can trace ? 
And oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin 
To hold her hateful worship in ? 

No, no, be happy — dry that tear — 

Though some thy heart hath harboured near 

May now repay its love with blame ; 

Though man, who ought to shield thy fame, 

Ungenerous man, be first to wound thee ; 

Though the whole world may freeze around thee. 

Oh ! thoult be like that lucid tear'^ 

Which, bright, within the crystal's sphere 

In liquid purity was found. 

Though all had grown congeal'd around ; 

Ffoating in frost, it mockM the chill, 

Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still ! 

* This alludes to a curious gem, upon which Claudian lias 
left us some pointless epigrams. It was a drop of pure water 
inclosed within a' piece of crystal. — See Claudian. Epigram, 
de Chnrstallo cui aqua inerat. Addisoit mentions a curi- 
osity of this kind at Milan; he also says, **It is such a rarity 
as this that I saw at Vendome in France, which they liieie 
pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over Lazarus, and was 
gathered up by an angel, who put it in a little crystal vial and 
made a present of it to Mary Magdtflen.^ — Addison's Ae- 
inarks on several Parts of Italy, 
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HYMN OF A VIRGIN OF DELPHI, 

AT THE TOMB OF HEB ■OTHEl. 

Oh ! lost, for ever lost ! — ^no more 

Shall Vesper light our dewy way 
AloRg the rocks of Crissa's shore, 

To hymn the fiding fires of day I 
No more to Tempos distant Tale 

In holy musings shall we roam. 
Through smnmer's glow and winter's gale, 

To bear the mystic chaplets home ! * 
Twas then my soul's expanding zeal, 

By Nature warm*d and led by thee. 
In every breeze was taught to feel 

The breathings of a deity ! 

* The lanrel, for the common uses of the temple, for sdom- 
ing the altars and sweeping the pavement, was supplied hy a 
tree near the fountain of Castalia ; hut upon all important 
occasions, they sent to Tempe for their laurel. We find in 
Pausahtas, that this valley supplied the branches of which 
the temple was originail j constructed ; and Plutasch says, in 
his Dialogue on Music, "The jonth who hrings the Tempic 
laurel to Delphi is always attended by a player on the flute. *' 
AXXm fitif MM rm JMsr«»sf»i{|«vri wmh rt/v Tt^wumw 
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Guide of my heart ! to memory true, 

Thy looks, thy words, are still my own — 
I see thee raising from the dew 

Some laurel, by the wind overthrown, 
And hear thee say, '* This humble bough 

'^ Was planted for a doom divine, 
'' And, though it weep in languor now, 

^^ Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine ! 
'' Thus in the vale of earthly sense, 

*' Though sunk awhile the spirit lies, 
^^ A viewless hand shall cull it thence, 

'' To bloom immortal in the skies !" 

Thy words had such a melting flow, 

And spoke of truth so sweetly well, 
They dropped like Heaven's serenest snow. 

And all was brightness where they fell ! 
Fond soother of my infant tear ! 

Fond sharer of my infant joy ! 
Is not thy shade still lingering here ? 

Am I not still thy soul's employ ? 
And oh ! as oft at close of day, 

When meeting on the sacred mount, 
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Our nymphs awaked the dhoral lay, 

And danced around Gassotis' fount ; 
As then, 'twas all thy wish and care 

That mine should be the simplest mien^ 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 

My foot the lightest o'er the -green ; 
So still, each little grace to mould, 

Around my form thine eyes are shed, 
Arranging every snowy fold. 

And guiding every maxy tread ! 
And, when I lead the' hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free. 
Hovers between my lip and lyre. 

And weds them into harmony ! 
Flow, Plistus, flow, thy murmuring wave 

Shall never drop its silvery tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so dirinely dear I 
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RING6 AND SEALS. 



Achilles Tatius, lib. ii. 



'* Go !" said the aogry, weeping maid| 

" The charm is broken ! — once betray'd,^ 

^' Oh ! never can my heart rely 

^' On word or look, on oath or sigh. 

'' Take back the gifts, so sweetly given, 

^' With promised faith and vows to Heaven ; 

^' That little ring which, night and morn, 

*' With wedded truth my hand hath worn ; 

^' That seal which oft, in moments blest, 

*' Thou hast upon my lip imprest, 

'^ And sworn its dewy tpring should be 

'^ A fountain seal'd'*' for 6&ly thee I 

* ^^ There are gardens, supposed to be those of King Solo- 
mon, in the neighbourhood of Bethlehem. The friars show 
a fountain, which' they say is the 'sealed fountain* to which 
the holy spouse in the Canticles is compared j and they pre- 
tend a tradition, that Solomon shut up these springs and put 
his signet upon Ihe door, to keep them for his own drinking.^ 
— Maundhell's Travels, See also the Notes to Mr. Good^s 
Translation of the Song of Solomon* 
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^^ Take, take them back, the gift and tow, 
<' AU sullied, lost and hateful now !" 

I took the ring — the seal I took. 
While, oh ! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look and shed, 
When man is by the world misled ! 
Gently I whisper'd, " Fanwt, dear ! 
** Not half thy lover's gifts are here : 
'* Say, where are all the seals he gave 
" To every ringlet's jetty wave, 
'* And where is every one he printed 
" Upon that lip so ruby-tinted — 
''•Seals of the purest gem of bliss, 
*•*' Oh ! richer, softer, far than this ! 

'' And then the ring — my love ! recal 
'' How many rings, delicious all, 
'^ His arms around that neck hath twisted, 
'' Twining warmer far than this did ! 
*' Where are they all, so sweet, so many ? 
" Oh ! dearest, give back all, if any !" 

Wiiile thus I murmur'd, trembling too 
Lest all the nymph had vow'd was true. 



AND OTHBE POEMS. ^^ 



t saw a smile relenting rise 
'Mid the moist azure of her eyes^ 
Like day-light o*er a sea of blue 
While yet the air is dim with dew ! 
She let her cheek repose on mine, 
She let my arms around her twine— ' 
Oh I who can tell the bliss one feels 
In thus exchanging rings and seals I 



TO MISS SUSAN B CKF 1). 

ON HER SINGING. 

I MORE than Once have heard, at night, 
A song like those thy lips have given, 

And it was sung by shapes of light. 
Who seem*dj Uke thee, to breathe of Heaven ! 

But this was all a dream of sleep, 
And I have said, when morning shone, 

** Oh ! why should fairy Fancy keep 
" These wonders for herself alone?" 

I knew not then that Fate had lent 
Such tones to one of mortal birth ^ 



I knew not then that Heaven had sent 
A Yoice, a form, like thine on earth ! 



And yet, in all that flowery maze 

Through which my life has loved to tread. 
When I have heard the sweetest lays 

From lips of dearest lustre shed ; 

When I have felt the warbled word 
From beauty's mouth of perfume sighing. 

Sweet as music's hallow'd bird 
Upon a rose's bosom lying ! 

Though form and song at once combined 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill, 

My heart hath sigh'd, my heart hath pined 
For something softer, lovelier still ! 

Oh ! I have found it all, at last. 
In thee, thou sweetest, living lyre. 

Through which the soul hath ever pass'd 
Its harmonizing breath of fire ! 

All that my best and wildest dream. 
In Fancy's hour, could hear or see 

Of music's sigh or beauty's beam. 
Are realized, at <Hioe, in thee ! 
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JUNES 

WRITTEN AT THE GOHOS, OR FALLS OF THE 
MOHAWK RITER.* 



• lA SEA IN LOCO OVE S^UDIA *L &XMBOMBO 

DELL* AGQOA DaNTE. 



From rise of morn till set of sun 
I've seen the mighty Mohawk run. 
And as I mark'd the woods of pine 
Along his mirror darkly shine, 
Like tall and gloomy forms that pass 
Before the wizard's midnight glass ; 
And as I view*d the harrying pace 
With which he rair his turbid race, 



"*" There is a dreary and savage character ia the country 
immediately above these falls, which is much more in har- 
mony with the wildness of such a scene, than the cultivated 
lands in the neighbourhood of I^iagara. See the drawing of 
them in Mr. Weld*s book. According to him, the perpendi- 
cular height of the Qohos Fall is fifty feet \ but the Mar^s 
de Chastellux makes it seventy-six. 

The fine rainbow, which is continually forming and dis- 
solving as the spray rises into the light of the sun, is perhaps 
the most interesting beauty which these wonderful cataracts 
exhibit. 
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Rushing, alike untired and wild. 

Through shades that frowned and flowers that 

smiled, 
Flying by every green recess 
That woo'd him to its calm caress^ 
Yet, sometimes turning with the wind^ 
As if to leave one look behind ! i 

Oh ! I have thought, and thinking sigh'd — 
How like to thee, thou restless tide ! 
May be the lot, the life of him, 
Who roams along thy water's brim ! 
Through what alternate shades of woe 
And flowers of joy my path may go ! 
How many an humble, still retreat 
May rise to court my weary feet, 
While still pursuing, still unblest, 
I wander on, nor dare to rest ! 
But, urgent as the doom that calls 
Thy water to its destined falls, 
I see the world's bewildering force 
Hurry my heart's devoted course 
From lapse to lapse, till life be done. 
And the lost current cease to run ! 
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Oh ! may my falls be brighi; as thine 1 
May Heaven's forgiving rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me, 
As soft as now it hangs o'er thee ! 



CLORIS AND FANNY. 

Gloeis I if I were Persia's king, 

I'd maVe my graceful queen of thee ; 

While Fanny, wild and artless thing, 
Should but thy humble handmaid be. 

There is but one objection in it — 
That, verily, I'm much afraid 

I should, in some unlucky minute, 
Forsake the mistress for the maid ! 



TO MISS 



With woman's form ahd woman's tricks 
So much of man you seem to mix. 
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One knows Bot wfaeme to take you : 
I pray you, if 'las not too far, 
Go, ask of Nature which you are. 

Or what she meant to make yon. 

Yet stay — you need not take the "pains — 
With neither beauty, youth, nor brains 

For man or maid's desiring ; 
Pert as female, fool as male, 
As boy too green, as girl too stale — 

The thing's not worth inquiring ! 



TO 



ON HEa ASKING MR TO ADDAESS A POEM TO HElR. 



SIHE VCHERE FRIGET APOLLO. 

jEgidm Menagiut. 



How can I sing of fragrant sighs 
I ne'er have felt from thee ? 

How can I sing of smiling eyes 
That ne'er have smiled on me ? 
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The heart, 'tis true, may fancy much. 

But, oh ! 'tis cold and seeming — 
One moments real, rapturous touch 

Is worth an age of dreaming ! 

Tfaink'st thou, wbcn Julia's lip and breast 

Inspired my youthful tongue, 
I coldly spoke of lips unpre^t^ 

Nor felt the Heaven I sang? 

No, no, the spell that warm'd so long 

Was still my Julia's kiss, 
And still the girl was paid in song 

What she had given in bliss ! 

Then beam one burning smile on me, 

And I will sing those eyes ; 
Let me but feel a breath from thee. 

And I will praise thy sighs. 

That rosy mouth alone cam bring 

What makes the bard divine— 
Oh, Lady ! how my lip would sing. 

If once 'twere piest to thine ! 
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SONG 

OF THE EVIL SPIRIT OF THE WOODS. ♦ 



QUA VIA DirnCILIS, QUAQUB EST VIA HULLA 

Otid. MeUan, lib. iii. ▼. 997. 



Now the vapour, hot and damp, 
Shed by day's expiring lamp. 
Through the misty ether spreads 
Every iU the white man dreads : 
Fiery fever's thirsty thrill, 
Fitful ague's shivering chill ! 

Hark ! I hear the traveller's song, 
As he winds the woods along. 
Christian ! 'tis the song of fear ; 
Wolves are round thee, night is near^ 
And the wild, thou darest to roam — 
Oh ! 'twas once the Indian's home ! f 

"" The idea of this poem occurred to me in pasaiDg through 
the yery dreary wilderness between Batavia, a new settle- 
ment in the midst of the woods, and the litde Tillage of Baf- 
fido apon Lake Erie. This is the most &tiguing part of the 
route, in trayelling through the Genesee country to Niagara. 

■f '' The FiTe Confederated Nations (of Indians) were settled 
along the banks of the Snsquehannah and the adjacent conn. 
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Hither, sprites, who love to harm, 
Wheresoe'er you work your charm, 
By the creeks, or by the brakes. 
Where the pale witch feeds her snakes, 
And the cayman "^ loves to creep. 
Torpid, to his wintry sleep : 
Where the bird of carrion flits. 
And the shuddering murderer sits f 
Lone beneath a roof of blood. 
While upon his poison'd food. 
From the corpse of him he slew. 
Drops the chill and gory dew ^ ^ 

try, until the year 1779, when General Sullivan, with an army 
of 4,000 men, drove them from their country to I^iagara, where, 
being obliged to live on salted provisions, to which they were 
unaccustomed, great numbers of them died. Two hundred 
of them, it is said, were buried in one grave, where they had 
encamped.'' — MoasE's American Geography, 

* The alligator, wbo is supposed to lie in a torpid sute all 
the winter in the bank of some creek or pond, having pre- 
viously swallowed a large number of pine-knou, which are 
his only sustenance during the time. 

+ This vjras the mode of punishment for murder (as Father 
Chaalevoix tells us) among the Hnrons. " They laid the dead 
body upon poles at the top of a cabin, and the murderer was 
obliged to remain several days together, and to receive all 
that dropped from the carcass, not only on himself but on 
his food." 

VOL. II. 10 
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Hither bend yoa, turn yoa hither 
Eyes that Uast and win|p that wither ! 
Gross the wandering Christian's way. 
Lead him, ere the ^mpse of day,. 
Many a mile of maddening error 
Through the maae of night and terror. 
Till the mom behold him lying 
O'er the damp earth, pale and dying ! 
Mock him, when his eager si^t 
Seeks the cordial cottage-light ; 
Gleam then like the lightning-bog. 
Tempt him to the den that's dug 
For the fool and lamish'd brood 
Of the she-wolf, gaunt for blood I 
Or, onto the dangerous pass 
O'er the deep and dark -morass, 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings. 
Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the Fiend presiding there ! * 

* *< We find also collars of porcelain, tobacco, ears of 
maise, skins, etc. by the side of difficnlt and dangerous ways, 
on rocks, or by the side of the ftdls; and these are so many 
offerings made to the spirits which preside in these places.^ 
— >i(ee Cbaelevoix's Letter on the Traditions and the Reli- 
gion of the Safaget of Canada. 

Father HEHHEPiif , too, mentions this ceremony; he also says. 
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Then, when night's long labour past, 
Wilder'd, faint he falls at last, 
Sinking where the causeway's edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge, 
There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting ; 
Let the bull-^oad taint him over. 
Round him let musquitoes hover, 
In his ears and eye-balls tingling, 
With his blood their poison mingling. 
Till, beneath the solar fires. 
Rankling all, the wretch expires ! 



1809. 



TO MRS. HENRY T-GHE, 

our READING HER '' PSYCHE." 

Tell me the witching tale again. 

For never has my heart or ear 
Hung on so sweet, so pure a strain, 

So pure to feel, so sweet to hear ! 

" We took notice of one barbarian, who made a kind of 
facrifice upon an oak at the Cascade of St. Antony of Padna, 
upon the river Miisii8ippi.**^See HsirirBPiir's Viyfogt into 
Jforth America. 
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Say, Love ! in all thy spring of fame, 
When the high Heaven itself was thine ; 

When piety confess'd the flame. 
And even thy errois were divine I 

Did ever Mose's hand, so fair, 

A glory round thy temple spread ? 
Did ever lip's ambrosial air 

Such perfume o'er thy altars shed ? 

One maid there was, who round her lyre 
The mystic myrtle wildly wreathed — 

But all her sighs were sighs of fire. 
The myrtle wither'd as she breathed ! 

Oh ! you that Love's celestial dream 

In all its purity would know, 
Let not the senses' ardent beam 

Too strongly through the vision glow ! 

Love sweetest lies conceal'd in night, 

The night where Heaven has bid him lie ; 

Oh ! shed not there unhallow'd light. 
Or, Psyche knows, the boy will fly ! ♦ 

* See the story in Apuleius. With respect to this beautifal 
allegory of Loye and Psyche, there is. an ingenious idea sag- 
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Dear Psyche ! many a charmed hour, 
Through many a wild and magic waste, 

To the fair fount and blissful bower* 
Thy mazy foot my soul hath traced I 

Where'er thy joys are numbered now, 

Beneath whatever shades of rest, 
The Genius of the starry brow f 

Has chain'd thee to thy Cupid's breast ; 

<ge8ted by the senator Boohaaotti, in his Osserpazioni sopra 
4ilcuni jframmenti di uasi anUchi, He thinks the fable is 
.taken from some rery occult mysteries, which had long been 
celebrated in honour of Loye \ and he accounts, upon this 
supposition, for the silence of the more ancient authors upon 
the subject, as it was not till towards the decline of Pagan 
superstition that writers could venture to reveal or discuss 
such ceremonies; accordingly, he observes, we find Lncian 
and Plutarch treating, without reserve, of the Dea Syria, and 
{sis and Osiris y and Apuleius, who has given us the story of 
Cupid and Psyche, has also detailed some of the mysteries of 
Jsis.— See the Giomale di Litterati <f Italia, tom. xxvii. 
articol. i , See also the Observations upon the ancient Gems 
in the Museum Florentinum, vol. i. p. i56. 

I cannot avoid remarking here an error into which the 
French Encyclop^stes have been led by M. Spon, in their 
article Psyche. They say, '' Petron fait un recit de la pompe 
nuptiale de ces deux amans (Amour et Psych^. D<$j2k, dit-il," 
etc. etc. The Psyche of PEiaoNins, however, is a servant- 
maid, and the marriage which he describes is that of the 
young Pannydbis. See Spon's Keeherches curieuses, etc. 
dissertat. 5. 

* Allusions to Mrs. T-ghb's poem. 

•f Constanpy, 
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Whether above the horizon dim, 
Along whose verge our spirits stray 

(Half sunk within the shadowy brim^ 
Half brighten'd by the eternal ray), * 

Thou risest to a cloudless pole ! 

Or, lingering here, dost love to mark 
The twilight walk of many a soul 

Through sunny good and evil dark ; 

Still be the song to Pstghb dear. 
The song, whose dulcet tide was given 

To keep her name as fadeless here 
As nectar keeps her soul in Heaven I 



IMPROMPTU, 
UPON LEAVING SOME FRIENDS. 



O DVLCtS COXITUM VALETK GOKTUS ! 



Catollos. 



No, never shall my soul forget 
The friends I found so cordial^hearted ; 

* By this image the Platonitis expressed the middle state of 
the sodl between sensible and intellectual existence. 
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Dear shall be the day we met. 

And dear shall be the night we parted ! 

Oh ! if regrets^ however sweet. 

Must with the lapse of time decay ^ 
Yet stilly when thus in mirth you meet, 

Fill high to him that's far away ! 

Long be the flame of memory found 

Alive within your social glass, 
Let that be still the magic round 

O'er which oblivion dares not pass ! 






EPISTLE VIII. 



TO 



THE HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER. 



10. 



TO 

THE HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER. 



SEC VEHIT AD DOAOS MUSI VOCATA GBTAS. 

Ovid, ex Ponto, lib. i. ep. 5. 



FROM BUFFALO, UPON LAKE ERIE. 

Thou oft hast told me of the fairy hours 
Thy heart has numbered, in those classic bowers 
Where fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit 
'Mid cowls and cardinals profanely flit, 
And pagan spirits, by the Pope unlaid, 
Haunt every stream and sing through every shade I 
There still the bard, who (if his numbers be 
His tongue's light echo) must have talk'd like thee, 
The courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught 
Those playful, 3unshine holidays of thought. 
In which the basking soul reclines and glows, 
Warm without toil and brilliant in repose. 
There still he roves, and laughing loves to see 
How modern monks with ancient rakes agree ; 
How mitres hang where ivy wreaths might twine, 
And heathen Massic's damn'd for stronger wine ! 
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There too are all ihose wandering souls of song 
With whom thy spirit hath communed so long. 
Whose rarest gems are every instant hang 
By memory's magic on thy sparkling tongue. 
But here, alas ! by Erie's stormy lake. 
As isLT from thee my lonely coarse 1 take. 
No bright remembrance o*er the fancy plays. 
No classic dream, no star of other days 
Has left that visionary glory here, 
That relic of its light, so soft, so dear, 
Which gilds and hallows even the rudest scene. 
The humblest shed, where genius oAce has been ! 

All that creation's i^arying mass assumes 
Of grand or lovely, here aspires and blooms ; 
Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow, 
Bright lakes expand, and conquering*^ rivers flow ; 

* This epithet was suggested by CHAaLEvoix's striking de- 
scription of the confluence of the Hissoari with the Missis- 
sippi : — ** I believe this is the finest confluence in the world. 
The two riyers are much of the same breadth, each about half 
a league ; but the Missouri is bj far the most rapid, and seems 
to enter the Mississippi like a conqueror, through which it 
carries iu white waves to the opposite shore without mixing 
them : afterwards it gives its colour to the Mississippi, which 
it never loses again, but carries quite down to the sea.*^^ 
Letter xxvii. 
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Mind, mind alone, without whose quickening ray, 
The world's a wilderness, and man but clay, 
Mind, mind alone, in barren, still repose. 
Nor blooms, nor rises, nor expands, nor flows ! 
Take Christians, Mohawks, Democrats, and all 
From the rude wig-wam to the congress-hall. 
From man the savage, whether slaved or free. 
To man the civilized, less tame than he ! 
'Tis one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
Betwixt half-polish'd and half-barbarous life ; 
Where every ill the ancient world can brew 
Is mix'd with every grossness of the new ; 
Where all corrupts, though little can entice, 
And nothing's known of luxury, but vice ! 

Is this the region, tlien, is this the clime 

For golden fancy ! for those dreams sublime, 

Which all their miracles of light reveal 

To heads that meditate and hearts that feel ? 

No, no — the Muse of inspiration plays 

O'er every scene ; she walks the forest-maze, 

And climbs the mountain ; every blooming spot 

fiurns with her step, yet man regards it not I 
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She whiten round, her words are in the air, 
Bat loit, vnheard, they linger freexing there. 
Without one breath of sool, divinely strong, 
One ray of heart to thaw them into song I 

Tet, yet forgive me, oh yon sacred few ! 
Whom late by Delaware's green banks I knew ; 
Whom, known and lored through many a social 

eve, 
'Twas bliss to live with, and 'twas pain to leaye ! * 
Leas dearly welcome were the lines of yore 
The exile saw upon the sandy shore, 
When his lone heart but faintly hoped to find 
One print of man, one blessed stamp of mind ! 

* In the locietj of Mr. Dennie and his friends, at Philadel- 
phia, I passed the few agreeable moments which my tonr 
through the States afforded me. Mr. Dennie has succeeded 
in diffusing through this elegant little circle that love for good 
literature and sound politics, which he feeb so zealously him- 
self, and which is so Tery rarely the characteristic of his coun- 
trymen. They will not, I trust, accuse me of illiberality for 
the picture which I haye given of the ignorance and corrup- 
tion th&t surround them.- If I did not hate, as I ought, the 
rabble to which they are opposed, I could not value, as I do, 
the spirit with which they defy it j and in learning from them 
what Americans can be, I but see with the more indignation 
what Americans are. 



AND OTHER POEMS. ' 23l 

Less dearly welcome than the liberal zeal, 
The strength to reason, and the warmth to feel, 
The manly polish and the illumined taste. 
Which, 'mid the melancholy, heartless waste 
My foot has wandered, oh you sacred few ! 
I found by Delaware's green banks with you. 
Long may you hate the Gallic dross that runs 
O'er your fair country and corrupts its sons ; 
Long love the arts, the glories which adorn 
Those fields of freedom, where your sires were 

bom. 
Oh ! if America can yet be great. 
If, neither chain'd by choice, nor damn'd by fate 
To the mob-mania which imbrutes her now, 
She yet can raise the bright but temperate brow 
Of single majesty, can grandly place 
An empire's pillar upon Freedom's base, 
Nor fear the mighty shaft will feebler prove 
For the fair capital that flowers above !»- 
If yet, released from all that vulgar throng, 
So vain of dullness and so pleased with wrong. 
Who hourly teach her, like themselves, to hide 
Folly in froth, and barrenness in pride, 
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She yet can rise, can wreathe the attic charms 
Of soft refinement roond the pomp of arms. 
And see her poets fladi the fires of smig. 
To li{^t her warriors' thnndeibolts along ! 
It is to yon, to sools that favonring Heaven 
Has made like yours, the glorious task is giyen-* 
Oh ! but for suchj Columbia's days were done ; 
Rank without ripeness, quicken'd without sun. 
Crude at the surface, rotten at the core. 
Her fruits would fall, before her spring were o'er ! 

Believe me, Spenceb, while I wing'd the hours 
Where Schuylkill undulates through banks of 

flowers, 
Though few the days, the happy evenings few, 
So warm with heart, so rich with mind they flew, 
That my full soul forgot its wish to roam, 
And rested there, as in a dream of home ! 
And looks I met, like looks I loved before, 
And voices too, which, as they trembled o'er 
The chord of memory, found full many a tone 
Of kindness there in concord with their own ! 
Oh ! we had nights of that communion free, 
That flush of heart, which I have known with thee 
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So oft, so warmly ; nights of mirth and mind, 
Of whims that taught, and follies that refined 2 
When shall we both renew them ? when, restored 
To the pure feast and intellectual board. 
Shall I once more enjoy with thee and thine 
Those whims that teach, those follies that refine ? 
Even now, as, wandering upon Erie's shore, 
I hear Niagara's distant cataract roar, 
I sigh for England— oh ! these weary feet 
Have many a mile to journey ere we meet I 



O nATPIS, 'OS SOT KAPTA NTN MNEIAN EXC. 

EUAI?IDES. 



A WARNING. 

TO — ~— — — — 



Oh ! fair as Heaven and chaste as light ! 
Did Nature mould thee all so bright. 
That thou shouldst ever learn to weep 
O'er languid Virtue's fatal sleep, 
O'er shame extinguish'd, honour fled. 
Peace lost, heart wither'd, feeling dead ? 
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No, no ! a star was bom with thee, 
Which sheds eternal parity ! 
Thou hast within those sainted eyes 
So fair a transcript of the skies, 
In lines of fire such heavenly lore, 
That man should read them and adore ! 
Yet have I known a gentle maid 
Whose early charms were just array'd 
In Nature's loveliness like thine, 
And wore that clear, celestial sign. 
Which seems to mark the brow that's fur 
For Destiny's peculiar care ! 
Whose bosom too was once a zone 
Where the bright gem of Virtue shone ; 
Whose eyes were talismans of fire 
Against the spell of man's desire ! 
Yet, hapless girl, in one sad hour 
Her charms have shed their radiant flower ; 
The gem has been beguiled away ; 
Her eyes have lost their chastening ray ; 
The simple fear, the guiltless shame, 
The smiles that from reflection came, 
AU, all have fled, and left her mind 
A faded monument behind ! 
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Like some wave-beaten, moulderiDg stone, 
To memory raised by hands unknown, 
Which, many a wintry hour, has stood 
Beside the ford of Tyia's flood, 
To tell the traveller, as he cross'd, 
That there some loved friend was lost ! 
Oh ! 'twas a sight I wept to see — 
Heaven keep the lost-one's fate from thee I 



TO 



'Tis time, I feel, to leave thee now, 
While yet my soul is something free ; 

While yet those dangerons eyes allow 
One moment's thought to stray from thee ! 

Oh ! thou art every instant dearer — 
Every chance that brings me nigh thee. 

Brings my ruin nearer, nearer ; 
I am lost, unless I fly thee ! 

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me. 

Wish me not so soon to fall. 
Duties, fame, and hopes await me, 

Oh ! that eye would blast them all ! 
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Yes, yes, it would—for thou'rt as cold 

As ever yet allmed or sway'd. 
And woaldst, withoat a sigh, behold 

The ruin which thyself had made ! 

Yet — could I think that, truly fond, 
That eye but once would smile on me. 

Good Heayen ! how much, how far beyond 
Fame, duty, hope, that smile would be? 

Oh ! but to win it, night and day. 
Inglorious at thy feet reclined, 

rd sigh my dreams of lame away. 
The world for thee forgot, resigned ! 

But no, no, no — ^farewell— we part. 
Never to meet, no, neyer, never — 

Oh woman ! what a mind and heart 
Thy coldness has undone for ever ! 
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FAOM 

THE fflGH PRIEST OF APOLLO, 

TO 

A VIRGIN OF DELPHI.* 



CUM DIGNO DIGNA. .... 

SOLPICIA. 

."If ' ■" 



H 
it 



Who is the maid, with golden hair, 
With eyes of fire and feet of air, 
'' Whose harp around my altar swells, 
'' The sweetest of a thousand shells ? " 

* This poem requires a little explanation. It is well known 
that, in the ancient temples, whenever a reverend priest, like 
the supposed author of the invitation before us, was inspired 
with a tender inclination towards any fair visitor of the shrine, 
and at the same time felt a diffidence in his own powers of 
persuasion, he had but to proclaim that the Qod himself was 
enamoured of her, and had signified his divine will that she 
should sleep in the interior of the temple. Many a pious 
husband connived at this divine assignation, and even de- 
clared himself proud of the selection with which his family 
had been distinguished by the deity. In the temple of Jupiter 
Belus there was a splendid bed for these occasions. In Egyp- 
tian Thebes the same mockery was practised, and at the 
oracle of Patara in Lycia, the priestess never could prophesy 
till an interview with the deity was allowed her. The story 
which we read in Josepbus (lib. xviii. cap. 3.), of.the Roman 
matron Paulina, whom the priests of Isis, for.a^ribe, betray- 
ed in this manner to ttundus, is a singular instance of the 
impudent excess to which credulity suffered these impostures 
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*Twas thus the deit j, wbo treads 
The arch of HeaTen, and grandl j sheds 
Day from his eje-lids ! — thus he ^oke. 
As thiou^ my cell his glories broke : 



*^ Who is the maid, with golden hair, 
*^ With eyes of 6re and £eet of air, 
^^ Whose harp aronnd my altar swells, 
'« The sweetest of a thousand sheUs ? " 

Aphelia is the Delphic fsiir,'*' 
With eyes of fire and golden hair, 
Aphelia's are the airy feet. 
And hers the harp diyinely sweet ; 

to be carried. ThU »iory has been put inio the form of a 
little norel, under the name of £,a Pudicitia SehemiUi, 
by the licentious and unfortunate Pallaviciho. See his Opere 
ScelUf torn. i. I have made my priest here prefer a caye to 
the temple. 

* In the 9th Pythic of Pihdae, where Apollo, in the same 
manner, requires of Chiron some information respecting the 
fair Cyrene, the Centaur, in obeying, Tcry gravely apologizes 
for telling the god what his omniscience mast know so per- 
fectly already : 

Bi ^ yt xfn fuu wmf «vf «v mMTt^tfti^ 
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For foot so light has never trod 
The laureFd caverns'^ of the god, 
Nor harp so soft has ever given 
A strain to earth or sigh to Heaven I 

'' Then tell the virgin to unfold, 
'* In looser pomp, her locks of gold, 
'' And bid those eyes with fonder fire 
'* Be kindled for a god's desire ; f 
«' Since He, who lights the path of years— 
** Even from the fount of morning's tears, 
^' To where his setting splendours burn 
^* Upon the western sea-maid's urn — 
'^ Cannot, in all his course, behold 
'' Such eyes of fire, such hair of gold ! 
" Tell her he comes in blissful pride, 
*' His lip yet sparkling with the tide 
'' That mantles in Olympian bowls, 
'' The nectar of eternal sotik ! 

* AAA' iir ik^fttt^ y»«iA« /Syo^i t«/^.— Eoeipid. 
/on. T. 76. 

t Ne dcye partorir ammiratione ch' egli si pregiasaedi hayer 
una DciU concorrente nel possesso della moglie j mentre anche 
nei noitri secoli, non ostante coai rigoroae legge d'onore, tro- 
▼a»i chi s'aacrive k gloria il yeder la moglie bonorau da 
gl'amplessi di un Principe.— PALLAyiciKo. 
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<^ For her, for her he quits the skies, 
^* And to her kiss from nectar flies. 
'' Oh ! he would hide his wreath of rays, 
*' And leave the world to pine for days, 
'' Might he but pass the hours of shade 
'' Iinbosom'd by his Delphic maid — 
'* She, more than earthly woman blest, 
*' He, more than god on woman's breast !" 

There is a cave beneath the steep, * 

Where living rills of crystal weep 

0*er herbage of the loveliest hue 

That ever spring begemm'd with dew, 

There oft the green bank's glossy tint 

Is brighten'd by the amorous print 

Of many a faun and naiad's form, 

That still upon the dew is warm 

When virgins come at peep of day 

To kiss the sod where lovers lay ! 

*< There, there," the god, impassioned, said, 

** Soon as the twilight tinge is fled, 

* The Corycian Cave, which Pausarias mentions. The 
inhabitants of Parnassus iield it sacred to the Corycian 
nymphs, who were children of the river Plistus. 
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^^ And the dim orb of lunar souls'^ 
** Along its shadowy path-way rolls — 
^< There shall we find our bridal bed, 
" And ne'er did rosy rapture spread, 
** Not even in Jove's voluptuous bowers, 
<' A bridal bed so bless'd as ours ! 

*^ Tell the imperial God, who reigns 

^^ Sublime in oriental fanes, 

^* Whose towering turrets paint their pride 

*' Upon Euphrates' pregnant tide ; f 

* See a preceding note, page 127. It should seem that 
lunar spirits were of a purer order than spiriu in general, 
as Pythagoras was said bj his followers to have descended 
from the regions of the moon. The heresiarch Manes too 
imagined that the sun and moon •are the residence of Christ, 
■and that the ascension was nothing more than bis flight 
to those orbs. 

f Temple of Jupiter Belus, at Babylon, which consisted 
of several chapels and towers. '' In the last tower (sajs He- 
KODOTus) is a large chapel, in which there lies a bed, very 
splendidly ornamented, and beside it a table of gold; but 
there is no statue in the place. No man is allowed to sleep 
here, but the apartment is appropriated to a female, whom, 
if we believe the Chaldean priests, the deity selects from the 
women of the country, as his favourite.'*— -Lib. i. cap. i8r. 

The poem now before the reader, and a few more in the 
present collection, are taken from a work, which I rather 
prematurely announced to the public, and which, perhaps 
very luckily for myself, was interrupted by my voyage to 

VOL. 11. It 
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<' Tell him, when to his nudnigbt loyev 
'' In mystic m^fcsly he moves. 



The following fingments from die tame woik de- 
scribe the effect of one of theie invitatioiis of ApoUo apon 
the mind of a jonng enthustaadc girl. 

Delphi beard her shrine proclaim^ 
In oracles, the guilty flame. 
Apollo loved my yonthlnl charms, 
Apollo woo'd me to his arms!— 
Snre, sore when man so oft allows 
Religion's wreath to blind hia brows. 
Weak wondering woman must beliete. 
Where pride and seal at once deeeive, 
When flattery takes a holy vest, 
Ob ! *ti8 loo much for woman's breast I 

How often ere the destined tiaae, 
Which was to seal my joys snbKme, 
How often did I tcembling run 
To mieety at mom, the monnting son. 
And, whik his ferrid beam he threw 
Upon my lips' Inxnriant dew, 
I tbonght— 4das ! the simple dream- 
There bnm'd a kiss in etery beam; 
With parted lips inhaled their heat, 
Andsigh'd, *<oh9od! thy kiss is awaet ! ** 

Oft too, at day^s meridian hour. 
When to the naiad's gleamy bower 
Onr virgins steal, and, bfashing, bide 
Their beauties in the folding tide. 
If, through the grove, whose modest arms 
Were spread around my robeless charms, 
A wandering sunbeam, wanton fell 
Where lovers' looks alone should dwell, 
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« 

** Lighted by muny an odorous fire, 
'' And hymn'd by all Chaldoa's eboir«— 
^< Oh ! tell the godhead to confess, 
** The pompous joy delights him less 
*^ (Even though his mighty arms infold 
*^ A priestess on a couch of gold) 

Not all a lover's looka of flame 
Conld kindle such an amorons ihame, 
It was the snn's admiring glance. 
And, as I feit iu glow advance 
O'er my joang beauties, wildly flosh'd, 
1 bora'd and panted, thriU*d and blnshM ! 
♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

No deity at midnight came. 
The lamps, chat witness'd all my shame, 
Reveal'd tt> these hewilder'd eyas 
No other shape than earth supplies ; 
No solar Kght, no nectar'd air, 
All, all, alas I was human there: 
Woman*s faint oonfiict, ▼irtae's &U 
And passion*s victory, hnman all ! 
How gendy must the gnili of love 
Be charmM away by Powers above. 
When men possess such tender ikiil 
In softening crime and sweetening lil 1 
*Tvras but a night, and mommg's rays 
Saw me, with fond, forgiving gate, 
Ifang d*er the quiet slumbering breast 
Of him who ruin*d all my rest ; 
Him, who had uught diese eyes to weep 
Their first sad tears, and yet ooaM sleep I 



r r 
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" Than when in love's nnholier prank, 
^' By moonli^t cave or rustic bank, 
'^ Upon his neck some wood^ymph lies, 
'' Exhaling from her lip and eyes 
*' The flame and incense of delight, 
'' To sanctify a dearer rite, 
" A mystery, more divinely warm'd 
^^ Than priesthood ever yet performed !** 

Happy the maid, whom Heaven allows 
To break for Heaven her virgin vows I 
Happy the maid ! — her robe of shame 
Is whiten'd by a heavenly flame. 
Whose glory, with a lingering trace. 
Shines through and deifies her race ! 

Oh, virgin ! what a doom is thine ! 
To-night, to-night a lip divine^ 

^FovTEircLLC, in hU playliilri^<»iitenfo of the learned ma- 
terials of Van-Dale, has related in bis own inimitable manner 
an adTentore of tbis kind wbicb was detected and exposed at 
Alexandria. — See VMiMtoire des Oraele$y seconde disserttt. 
chap. Til. CaEBiLLOV, too, in one of his most amnsing little 
stories, has made the G^nie Biange-Tanpes, of the Isle JonqniBe, 
assert tbis privilege of spiritnal beings in a manner Toy for- 
midable to the husbands of the island. He says, however, ''Les 
maris ont le plaisir de rester ton)onrs dans le doate ; en pareil 
cas, c^est noe ressonice.** 
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In every kiss shall stamp on thee 

A seal of immortaUty I 

Fly to the cave, Aphelia, fly ; 

There lose the world and wed the sky ! 

There all the boundless rapture steal 

Which gods can give or woman feel ! 



WOMAN. 

AwAT^ away — you're all the same, 
A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng ! 

Oh ! by my soul, I bUm with shame, 
To think IVe been your slave so long ! 

• 

Slow to be warm'd and quick to rove, 
From folly kind, from cunning loath,. 

Toa cold for bliss, too weak for love, 
Tet feigning all that's )>est in both. 

Still panting o'er a crowd to reign. 
More joy it gives to woman's breast 

To make ten frigid coxcombs vain, 
Than one true, manly lover blest ! 
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Away, away, — your smile's a curse—- 
Oh ! blot me from the race of men, 

Kind pitying Heayen ! by death or worse. 
Before I love such things again ! 



BALLAD STANZAS. 

I KNEW by the smoke, that so gracefully curFd 

Above the green elms, that a cottage was near, 
And I said, *' if there's peace to be found in the 
world, 
'< A heart that was humble might hope for it 
here !" 

It was noon, and on flowers that languished around 
In silence reposed the voluptuous bee ; 

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound 
But the wood-pecker ta^^ing the hollow beech- 
tree. 

And ^< Here in this lone little wood," I exclaim'd, 
*^ With a maid who was lovely to soul and to 
eye. 
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*' Who would blush when I praised her, and weep 
if I blamed, 
'* Howbless'd could I live, and how calm could 
I die ! 

** By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry 

dips ^ 

*^ In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to 
recline, 
'^^ And to know that 1 sigh'd upon innocent lips, 
<< Which had never been sigh'd on by any but 
mmel 



TO 



N02EI TA 4»IATATA. Euripidis, 

i8o3. 



Gome, take the harp — 'tis vain to muse 
Upon the gathering ills we see ; 

Oh ! take tiie harp, and let ine lose 
All thoughts of ill in hearing thee 1 
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Sing to me, Love ! though death were near. 
Thy song could make my soul foiget — 

Nay, nay, in pity, dry that tear. 
All may be well, be happy yet ! 

Let me but see that snowy arm 
Once more upon the dear harp lie. 

And I will cease to dream of harm. 

Will smile at fate, while thou art nigh T 

Give me that strain, of mournful touch,. 
We used to love long, long ago, 

Before our hearts had known as much- 
As now, alas ! they bleed to know !. 

Sweet notes ! they tell of former peace, 
Of all that look'd so rapturous then. 

Now withered, lost — oh ! pray thee, cease,, 
I cannot bear those sounds again ! 

Art lliou too wretched ? yes, thou art ; 

I see thy tears flow fast with mine — 
Come, come to this devoted heart, 

Tis breaking, but it still is thine 1 
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A VISION OF PHILOSOPHY. 

TwAS on the Red Sea coast, at morn, we met 
The venerable man ; * a virgin bloom 
Of softness mingled with the vigorous thought 
That tower'd upon his brow ; as when we see 
The gentle moon and the full radiant sun 
Shining in Heaven together. When he spoke 
'Twas language sweeten'd into song — such holy 

sounds 
As oft the spirit of the good man hears, 
Prelusive to the harmony of Heaven, 
When death is nigh ! f and still, as he unclosed 

* In Plotarch*s Essay on the Decline of the Oracles, 
Clcombrotus, one of the interlocutors, describes an extraor- 
dinary man whom he had met with, after long research, upon 
the banks of the Red Sea. Once in every year this supema- 
taral personage appeared to mortals, and conversed with 
them; the rest of his time he passed among the Genii and 
the Nymphs. - Ili^f rtit t^vB^ttf BuXttavuf iv(«v, ttfB^&^ 
V9tt «f« ir«p fr#f «sr«| twruy^tifttTtiy r«iAA« ^ avf ruts 
vufA^Mff f9fAA9i Km ckifi$oty «V f^«nci. He spoke in a 
tone not far removed from singing, and whenever he opened 
his lips, a fragrance filled the place : ^Btyftfctftf /i rtt 
Ttxtf ivmhu Kttruxh '''^ r«fcuT$s tji'ir^f tiT$^9tevr«f^ 
From him^Clcombrotus learned the doctrine of a phirality of 
worlds. 

•f The celebrated Janus Dousa, a little before his dratk^ 

II. 



sSo EPISTLE, 01>]B$) 

His sacred lips, an odoor, all as bland 
As ocean-breezes gather from the flowers 
That blossom in Elysium, * breathed around ! 
With silent awe we listened while he told 
Of the dark veil which many an age had hung 
(Ver Nature's form, till by the touch of Time 
The mystic shroud grew thin and luminous, 
And half the goddess beam'd in glimpses through 

it! 
Of magic wonders, that were known and taught 
By him (or Cham or Zoroaster named) 
Who mused, amid the mighty cataclysm, 
O'er his rude tablets of primeval lore, f 

imagined that be heard a strain of music in the air. See the 
. poem of Heivsius '^In harmoniam qnam paulo ante obitam 
aadire sibi visus est Dousa.'^ Page 5oi. 

^fut i't ^^^vcru'^Xtyu, Pindar. Olymp* ii. 

■)* Cham, the son of Noah, is supposed to have taken with 
him into the ark the principal doctrines of magical, or rather 
of natural, science, which he had inscribed upon some very 
durable substances, in order that they might resist the ravages 
of the deluge, and transmit the secrets of antediluvian know- 
ledge to his posterity.— See the extracts made by Batle, in his 
article Cham* The identity of Cham and Zoroaster depends 
upon the authority of Berosus, or the impostor Anntus, and « 
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Nor let the living star of science* sink 

Beneath the waters, which ingulfd the world !-»* 

Of visions, by Calliope reveal'd 

To him,t who traced upon his typic lyre 

few more such respectable testimonies.— See Naude's Apologie 
pour les Grands Hommes, etc. chap, 8, where he takes more 
trouble than is necessary in refuting this gratuitous suppo- 
sition. 

* Chamum ii posteris hujns artis admiratoribus Zoroastnim, 
seu vivum astrum, propterea fuisse dictum et pro Deo habi- 
turn. — BocHART. Geography Sacr. lib. iv. cap. i. 

•f Orpheus. — Paulirus, in his Hehdomades, cap. 3. lib. iii. 
has endeavoured to show, after the Platonists, that man is a 
diapason, made up of a diatesseron, which is his soul, and a 
diapente, which is his body. Those frequent allusions to 
music, by which the ancient philosophers illustrated their 
sublime theories, must have tended very much to elevate the 
character of the art, and to enrich it with associations of the 
grandest and most interesting nature. See a preceding note, 
page 59, for their ideas upon the harmony of the spheres. 
Heraclitus compared the mixture of good and evil in this 
world to the blended varieties of harmony in a musical in- 
strument (Plutarch, de Ahimce Procreat,)\ and Eurypha- 
muB, the Pythagorean, in a fragment preserved by Stobxus, 
describes human life, in its perfection, as a sweet and well- 
tuned lyre. Some of the ancients were so fanciful as to sup- 
pose that the operations of the memory were regulated by a 
kind of musical cadence, and that ideas occuned to it " per 
arsin et thesin ; ^' while others converted the whole man into 
.1 mere harmonized machine, whose motion depended upon a 
certain tension of the body, analogous to that of the strings in 
nn instrument. Cicero indeed ridicules Aristoxcnus for this 
fancy, and says, 'Met him teach singing, and leave philosophy 
40 Aristotle;'' but Aristotle himself, thongb decidedly op- 
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The diapason of man's mingled frame. 
And the grand Doric heptachord of Heaven I 
With all of pure, of wondrous and arcane, 
Which the grare sons of Mochas, many a nighty 
Told to the young and bright-hair'd visitant 
Of Cannel's sacred mount ! * — Then, in a flow 

posed to the harmonic speculations of the Pythagoreans and 
Platonisu, could sometimes condescend to enliven his doc- 
trinos by reference to the beauties of musical science ^ as, in 
the treatise, Ilf^i Ktwftv, attributed to him, Ka^m^ ^ fi 
X^^^y »o^o^Mit lusrtf^ltfprsc ». r. A. 

The Abbe Batted x, upon the dodrine of the Stoics, attri« 
bntrs to those philosophers the same mode of illustration. 
*' L^ame etait cause actire Tottif tUTi$f ; le corps cause pas- 
sive i^t TV {r««%civ. L''une agissant dans Tautre^ et j 
prenant, par son action m^me, nn caracterc, des formes, des 
modifications, qu^clle n^avait pas par elle-meme^ k pen piis 
comme Fair, qui, chasse dans nn instrument de mnsique, fait 
connattre par les diff^rens sons qu'il produit, les difierentes 
modifications quMl j recoit.^' See a fine simile of this kind in 
Cardinal Polignac's Poem, lib. 5. v. 784. 

* Pythagoras is represented in Jamblighus as descending 
with great solemnity from Mount Carmel, for which reason 
the Carmelites hare claimed him as one of their fraternity. 
This Mochus or Moschus, with the descendants of whom 
Pythagoras conversed in Phoenicia, and firom whom he de- 
rived the doctrines of atomic philosophy, is supposed by some 
to be the same with Moses. Uoett has adopted this idea, 
Demonstration euangelique, prop. iv. chap. 2. § 7 ; and Le 
Clcrc, amongst others, has refuted it. — See BibHoth, choisie, 
tom. i. p. 75. It is certain, however, that the doctrine of 
atoms was known and promulgated long before Epicurus, 
' With the fountains of Dcmocritus/^ says Cicero, '' the 
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Of calmev converse, he begailed us on 
Through many a maze of garden and of porch ^ 

gardens of Epicurus were watered ;" and indeed the learned 
author of the InCsllectual Sfstem has shown, that all the 
early philosophers, till the time of Plato, were atomists. We 
find Epicurus, however, hoasting that his tenets were new 
and unborrowed, and perhaps few among the ancients had a 
stronger claim to originalitj ; for, in tmth, if we examine 
their schools of philosophy, notwithstanding the peculiarities 
which seem to distinguish them from each other, we may ge- 
nerally observe that the difference is but verbal and trifling, 
and that, among those varioas and learned' heresies, there is 
scarcely one to be selected, whose opinions are its own, 
original, and exclusive. The doctrine of the world's eternity 
may be traced through all the sects. The continual metem- 
psychosis of Pythagoras, the grand periodic year of the Stoics 
(at the conclusion of which the universe is supposed to return 
to its original order, and commence a new revolution), the 
successive dissolution and combination of atoms maintained 
by the Epicureans, all these tenets are but different intima- 
tions of die same general belief in the eternity of the world. 
As St. Austin explains the periodic year of the Stoics, it dis- 
agre«>s only so far with the idea of the Pythagoreans, thai 
instead of an endless transmission of the soul through a variety 
of bodies, it restores the same body and soul to repeat their 
former round of existence, and "that identical Plato, who 
lectured in the Academy of Athens, shall again and again, at 
certain intervals during the lapse of eternity, appear in the 
same academy and resume the same functions—" — sic 
eadem tempora temporal lumque rerum volumina repeti, nt 
▼. g. sicut inisto sapculo Plato philosophus in uibe Atheniensi, 
in eA schol& qux Academia dicta est, discipulos docuit, ita 
per innumerabilia retro sxcula, multum plexis quidem inter- 
vallis, scd certis, et idem Plato, et cadem civitas, eadcm<p« 
schola, iideraque disci puli repeti ti et per innumerabilia deint^e 
saecula repetendi sintF— c/e CiwitaU Dei, lib. xii. cap. i3. 
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Through many a system, where the scatter'd light 
Of heavenly truth lay, like a broken beam 

VAiriiri, in his Dialogues, has given us a similar explication 
of the periodic revoluiions of the world. '* E4 de causA, cpii 
nttnc sunt in usu rituK, centies millies luenmt, totiesque re- 
nascentur quoties ceciderunt.'' — 5a. 

The paradoxical notions of the Stoics, upon the beauty, the 
riches, the dominion of their imaginary sage, are among the 
moat distinguishing characteristics of the school, and, accord- 
ing to their advocate Lipsius, were peculiar to that sect. 
*' Priora ilia (decreta) quae passim in philosophautium scholis 
ferh obtinent, ista quae peculiaria huic sects et habent con- 
tradictionem : i. e. paradoxa." — ManuducU ad Stoic. Phi- 
los. lib. iii. dissertat. a.^ But it is evident (as the Abbe 
Gakiiiee has remarked, Mdnioires de V Acad, tom. 35.)- that 
even these absurdities of the Stoics are borrowed, and that 
Plato is the source of all their extravagant paradoxes. We 
£nd their dogma, '* dives qui sapiens,'^ (which Clement of 
Alexandria has transferred from the Philosopher to the Chris- 
tian, Pcddagog, lib. iii. cap. 6.), expressed in the prayer of 
SoCEATEs at die end of the Phcdeus. Q, ^tXt Tiaf ri jmm 
iiAAsf iott Tiii% Btoi, ^eitjrt f*9i tuiXm yutv^ai r«yJ^(»- 
Ihf nc^^dtv ^ ons i;^«, .rtfif iprsf tnm fiu ^lAiic* 
wXit9t$f ^ ftftt^ttfii Ttfy n^of. And many-other instances 
might be adduced from the Avrt^urai^ the UoXtTitMSy 
etc. to prove that these weeds of paradox were gathered 
among the bowers of the Academy. Hence it is that Ciceeo, 
in the preface to his Paradoxes, calls them Socratica ; and 
Lipsius, exulting in the patronage of Socrates, says, ** Ille 
totus est noster." This is indeed a coalition, which evinces 
as much as can be wished the confused similitude of ancient 
philosophical opinions : the father of scepticism is here en- 
rolled amongst the founders of the Portico; he whose best 
knowledge was that of his own ignorance, * is called in to 
authorize the pretensions of the most ob^inate dogmatists 
in all antiquity. 
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From the pure sun, which, though refracted all 
Into a thousand hues, is sunshine still, "^ 

KuTiLius, in his Itinerarium, has ridiculed the sabbath 
of the Jews, as '' lassati mollis imago Dei;'' but Epicurus 
l^ave an eternal holiday to his gods, and, rather than disturb 
the slumbers of Olympus, denied at once the interference of 
a Providence. He does not, however, seem to have been 
singular in this opinion. Theoprilus of Antioch, if he de- 
serve any credit, in a letter to Autolycus, lib. iii. imputes a 
similar belief to Pythagoras : ^991 (ITv^viyo^tff) ri rmv 
^'mvrnf Btifg ttfB-^&TFmf ftti^9 ^^9fTt^ttf. and Plutaach, 
though so hostile to the followers of Epicurus, has unac- 
countably adopted the very same theological error; having 
<piotcd the opinions of Anaxagoras and Plato upon divinity, 
he adds, Koiv«f vv a/icu^rufftfftf uft^ort^oty ort rtfv di«f 
4ir9Hiouf tTifi^^ftusv rmf ttvB^miFtfmf — De Placit. Phi- 
losoph, Kb. i. cap. 7. Plato himself has attributed a de- 
gree of indifTerence to the gods, which is not far removed 
from the apathy of Epicurus' heaven ; as thus, in his Phile- 
bus, where Protarchus asks, Ovxvv UKOf yt art ^tu^Uf 
Bfitgy urt T9 f y«yriair ; and Socrates answers, ITtfve; ftif 
«v» itKtSy «0%9^«y y«tfy «vr«y fjc«ri^09 yfyv0^i909 ir^v. 
while Aristotle supposes a still more absurd neutrality, 
and concludes by no very flattering analogy, that the Deity 
is as incapable of virtue as of vice : ]C«i y*^ ttTTt^ oi/^fv 
Bil^«» n't tuuttity 0»^' «(tr9, ovrnf ffv'^ Bt9U. — Ethic, 
JYicomach. lib. vii. cap i. In truth, Aristotle, upon the 
subject of Providence, was little more correct than Epicurus. 
Me supposed the moOn to be the limit of divine interference, 
excluding. of course this sublunary world from its influence. 
The first definition of the world, in his treatise, Tlt^t m^- 
f$49 (if this treatise be really the work of Aristotlb), agrees 
almost verbum verbo, with that in the letter of Epicurus to 
Pttdocles; they both omit the mention of a deity; and, in 
his Ethics, he intimates a doubt whether the gods feel any 
interest in the concerns of mankind. £< y«^ Tif twtfAiXtm 
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And blight through every change !— ^he spoke of 

Him, 
The lone,.t Eternal One^ who dwells above, 

tm9 ttvBvtivrtv0f vV« 5f»f yttivM, It is true, he adds, 
QTirtf otKity but even this is very sceptical. 

In these erroneons conceptions of Aristotle, we trace the 
canse of that general neglect, which his philosophy expe- 
rienced among the earlj Christians. Plato is seldom much 
more orthodox, but the obscure enthusiasm of his style al- 
lowed them to interpret all his fancies to their purpose ; such 
glowing steel was easily moulded, and Platonism became a 
sword in the hands of the fathers. 

The Providence of the Stoics, so vaunted in their school, 
was a power as contemptibly inefficient as the rest. AU was 
fate in the system of the Portico. The chains of destiny were 
thrown over Jupiter himself, and their deity was like Borgia 
et Cxsar ec nihil. Not even the language of Seneca can re- 
concile this degradation of divinity : " Ille ipse omnium 
conditor ac rector scripsit quidam fata, sed secpiitnr ; sempep 
paret, semel jussit.^' — Lib, de Providentidy cap. 5. 

With respect to the diflerence between the Stoics, Peri- 
patetics, and Academicians, the following words of Ciceeo 
prove that he saw but little to distinguish them from each 
other : *' Peripateticos et Academicos, nominibus difierentes, 
re congruentes \ a quibus Stoici ipsi verbis magis quam sen- 
tentiis dissenserunt." — Academic, lib. ii. 5. and perhaps 
what Reio has remarked upon one of their points of contro- 
versy might be applied as effectually to the reconcilement 
of all the res( : *' The dispute between the Stoics and Peri- 
patetics was probably all for want of definition. The one 
said they were good under the control of reason, the other 
that they should be eradicated.''— £!Ma/-5, toI. iii. In 
short, from the little which I know upon the subject, it ap- 
pears to me as difficult to establidi the boundaries of opi- 
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And of the soul's untraceable descent 

From tkat high fount of spirit, through the grades 

nion between any two of the philosophical secu, as it 
would be to fix the land-marls of those estates in the moon, 
which Ricctolus so generously allotted to his brother astro- 
nomers. Accordingly we obserye some of the greatest men 
of antiquity passing without scrtiple from school to school, 
according to the fancy or convenience of the moment. Cicero, 
the father of Roman philosophy, is sometimes an Academi- 
cian, sometimes a Stoic ; and, more than once, he acknow^ 
ledges a conformity with Epicurus; '* non sine causa igrtur, 
Epicurus ausns est dicere semper in pluribus bonis esse sa- 
pientem, quia semper sit in voluptatibus/' — Tuscutan, Quasi. 
lib. ▼. Though often pure in his theology, he sometimes 
smiles at futurity as a fiction; thus, in his Orationjbr Cluen" 
tius, speaking of punishments in the life to come, he says, 
" Quas si falsa sunt, id quod omnes intellignnt, quid ei tan- 
dem aliud mors eripuit, prxter sensum doloris?'' though 
here perhaps we should do him justice by agreeing with his 
commentator Sylvius, who remarks upon this passage, " H»c 
autem dixit, ut causae suae subserviret." Horace roTcs like a 
butterfly through the schools, and now wings along the walls 
of the Porch, and now basks among the flowers of the Gar- 
den ; while Virgil, with a tone of mind strongly philosophical, 
has left us uncertain of the sect which he espoused : the ba- 
lance of opinion declares him an Epicurean, but the ancient 
author of his life asserts that he was an Academician, and 
we trace through his poetry the tenets of almost all the lead- 
ing sects. The same kind of electric indiflTerencc is observ- 
able in most of the Roman writers. Thus Propeetius, in the 
fine Elegy of Cynthia, on his departure for Athens, 

Illic vel studiis animum emendare Platonis, 
Incipiam, aut hortis, docte Epicure, tuis. 

Lib, iii. olcg. ai. 
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Of intellectual beiD|[, till it mix 

With atoms vague, cenruptible, and dark ; 

* 

Though Broukhusius here readi, '' dux Epicure, ** which 
•eems to fix the poet under the baimen of Epicurus. Even 
the Stoic Seneca, whose doctrines haye been considered so 
orthodox that St. Jerome has ranked him amongst the eccle- 
siastical writers, and Boccaccio, in his commentary upon 
Dante has douhted (in consideration of the philosopher's 
supposed correspondence with St. Paul), whether Dante 
should have placed him in Limbo with the rest of the 
Pagans — the rigid Seneca has bestowed such commendations 
on Epicurus, that if only those passages of his works were 
presenred to us, we could not, I think, hesitate in pronounc- 
ing him an Epicurean. In the same manner we find Por- 
phyry, in his work upon abstinence, refierring to Epicurus as 
an example of the most strict Pythagorean temperance ; and 
Lahcblotti, the author of Farfalloni degli antichi IstorUsif 
has been seduced by this graye reputation of Epicurus 
into the absurd error of associating him with Chrysippus, as 
a chief of the Stoic school. There is no doubt, indeed, that 
however the Epicurean sect might haye relaxed firom its ori- 
^nal purity, the morals of its founder were as correct as 
those of any among the ancient philosophers, and his doc- 
trines upon pleasure, as explained in the letter to Menoeceos, 
are rational, amiable, and consistent with our nature. M. de 
Sablons, in bis Grands Hommes venges, expresses strong 
indignation against the Encyclop<klistes for their just and 
animated praises of Epicurus, and discussing the questioD, 
*' si ce philosophe dtait vertueux,*' he denies it upon no other 
authority than the calumnies collected by Plutarch, who him- 
self confesses that, on this particular subject, he consulted 
only opinion and report, without pausing to investigate their 
truth. AAA« rtiv Jd|«y, «» r^y srAvSt i«» 9tfw$ofiti9, To 
the factious seal of his illiberal rivals the Stoics, Epicums 
owed these gross misrepresentations of the life and opinions 
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Nor even then, though sank in earthly dross, 
Corrupted all, nor its ethereal touch . 
Quite lost, but tasting of the fountain still! 
As some bright river, which has roU'd along 
Through meads of flowery light and mines of gold, 
When pour'd at length into the dusky deep, 
Disdains to mingle with its briny taint. 
But keeps awhile the pure and golden tinge, 
The balmy freshness of the fields it left ! § 

of himself and his associates, which, notwithstanding the 
learned exerUons of Gassendi, haye still left an odium on the 
name of his philosophy; and we ought to examine the ancient 
accounts of Epicurus with the same degree of cautious belief 
which, in reading ecclesiastical history, we yield to the de- 
clamations of the fathers against the heretics ; trusting as little 
to Plutarch upon a dogma of this philosopher, as we would 
to St. Cyril upon a tenet of Nestorius. (1801.) 

The preceding remarks, I wish the reader to ohserre, were 
written at a time when I thought the studies to which they 
refer mnch more important and much more amusing than, I 
freely confess, they appear to me at present. 

* Lagtaittius asserts that all the truths of Christianity may 
be found dispersed through the ancient philosophical sects, 
and that any one who would collect these scattered fragments 
of orthodoxy, might form a code in no respect differing from 
that of the Christian. " Si extitisset aliqnis, qui veritatem 
sparsam per singulos per sectasque diffusam coUigeret in 
unum, ac redigeret in corpus, is profecto non dissentiret a 
nobis." — Inst. lib. yi. c. 7. 

f Ts fA99$f JMM 1^9^01. 

§ This fine Platonic image I have taken from a passage in 
Father Bouchet^s letter upon the Metempsychosisi inserted in 
PiCAiT*s CMm, Reiig* torn. !▼. 



tGo epistles, odes. 

And here the old man ceased — a winged train 
Of nymphs and genii led him from our eyes. 
The fair illusion fled ! and, as I waked , 
I knew my visionary soul had been 
Among that people of aerial dreams 
Wlio liye upon the burning galaxy ! * 



TO 



The world had just begun to steal 

Each hope that led me lightly on,, 
I felt not as I used to feel, 

And life grew dark and love was gone I. 

No eye to mingle sorrow's tear, 

No lip to mingle pleasure's breath, 
No tongue to call me kind and dear — 

Twas gloomy, and I wish'd for death I 

But when I saw that gentle eye, 

Oh I something seem'd to tell me then 

That I was yet too young to die, 

And hope and bliss might bloom again !' 

* According to Pythagoras, the people of Dreams are souls 
collected together in the Galaxy. Atifitg ^ ovif^arv, mmt^ 

A«|<«y. — PoRPBYR. de Antro Nyrnph^ 
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With every beamy smile that cross'd 
Your kindling cheek, you lighted home 

Some feeling which my heart had lost, 

And Peace, which long had learn'd to roam ! 

Twas then indeed so sweet to live, 
Hope look'd so new and love so kind. 

That, though I weep, I still forgive 
The ruin which they've left behind ! 

I could have loved you— oh, so well 5 — 
The dream that wishing boyhood knows. 

Is but a bright, beguiling spell, 

Which only lives while passion glows : 

But, when this early flush declines. 
When the heart's vivid morning fleets, 

You know not then how close it twines 
Round the first kindred soul it meets ! 

Yes, yes, I could have loved, as one 

Who, while his youth's enchantments fall, 

Finds sometliing dear to rest upon. 
Which pays him for the loss of all ! 

¥ ¥ * * 
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DREAMS. 

TO — -^ - 



In slitmber, I pritbee how is it 

That souls are oft taking the air, 
And paying each other a visit, 

While bodies are — Heaven knows where ? 

Last night, 'tis in rain to deny it, 

Your soul took a fancy to roam, 
For I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet, 

Gome ask, whether mine was at home. 

And mine let her in with delight, 
' And they talk'd and they kiss'd the time through, 
For, when souU come together at night. 
There is no knowing what they mayn't do I 

knAjrour litde Soul, Heaven bless her I 

Had much to complain and to say. 
Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her 

By keeping her prison'd all day. 

" If I happen,** said she, '* but to steal 
" For a peep now and then to her eye, 

" Or, to quiet the fever I feel, 
'^ Just venture abroad on a sigh ; 
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'Mn an instant, she frightens me in 

« With some phantom of prudence or terror, 

*^ For fear I should stray into sin, 
*' Or, what is still worse, into error ! 

" So, instead of displaying my graces, 

*^ Through look, and through words, and 
through mien, 

'* I am shut up in comers and places, 
'' Where truly I blush to be seen !'* 

Upon hearing this piteous confession, 

Mjr Soul, looking tenderly at her. 
Declared, as for grace and discretion, 

He did not knaw much of the matter ; 

'^ But, to-morrow, sweet Spirit !** he said, 
'^ Be at home after midnight, and then 

^* I will come when your lady's in bed, 
*^ And well talk o'er the subject again." 

So she whisper'd a word in his ear, 
I suppose to her door to direct him, 

And— just after midnight, my dear. 
Your polite little Soul may expect him. 
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TO MRS. 



To see thee every day that came, 
And find thee every day the same. 
In pleasure's smile or sorrow's tear 
The same benign, consoling Dear I 
To meet thee early, leave thee late. 
Has been so long my bliss, my fate, 
That life, vrithout this cheering ray, 
Which came like sunshine every day, 
And all my pain, my sorrovir chased, 
Is now a lone and loveless waste.-— 
Where are the chords she used to touch ? 
Where are the songs she loved so much ? 
The songs are hushed, the chords are still, 
And so, perhaps, will every thrill 
Of friendship soon be luU'd to rest. 
Which late I waked in Anna's breast ! 
Yet no — the simple notes I play'd 
On memory's tablet soon may fade ; 
The songs which Anna loved to hear. 
May all be lost on Anna's ear ; 
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But friendship's sweet and fairy strain 
Shall ever in her heart remain ; 
Nor memory lose nor time impair 
The sympathies which tremble there ! 
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A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG- 

WRITTEN OV THE RIVER ST.-LAWREPfCE. * 



ET REMIGEM GANTU^ HOETATUR. 

QOIHTILIAH. 

Faintly as tolls the evening chime. 

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time. 

• 

♦ I wrote these words to an air which our boat-men sung 
to us very frequently. The wind was so unfavourable that 
tbey were obliged to row all the way, and we were five days 
in descending the river from Kingston to Montreal, exposed 
to an intense sun during the day, and at night forced to take 
shelter from the dews in any miserable hut upon the banks 
that would receive us. But the magnificent scenery of the 
St. Lawrence repays all these difficulties. 

Our royageurs had good voices, and sung perfectly in 
tunc together. The original words of the air, to which I 
adapted these stanzas, appeared to be a long, incoherent story, 
of which I could understand but little, from the barbarous 
prouanciation of the Canadians. It begins, 
Dans mon chemin j'ai rencontr^ 
Deux cavaliers tris-bien months ^ 
And the refrain to eyciy verse was. 
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Soon as the woods on shore look dim. 
We'll sing at St. Ann's oar parting hymn. * 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs iast, 
The Rapids are near and the dayki^t's past I 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 

There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ! 

A I'ombre d'un boif jc m^en yais jouer, 
A Tombre d'un bois je m'en yais danser. 

I Tentured to harmonize this air, and haye pnbliahed it. 
Without that charm which aaaociation gives to every little 
memorial of icenet or feelings that are past, the melody maj 
perhaps be thought common and trifling ; but I remember 
when we have entered, at sunset, upon one of those beautiiiil 
lakes, into which the St. Lawrence so grandly and unex- 
pectedly opens, I have heard this simple air with a pleasure 
which the finest compositions of the first masters have never 
given me j and now, there is not a note of it which does not 
rccal to my memory the dip of our oars in the St. Lawrence, 
the flight of our boat down the Rapids, and all those new and 
fanciful impressions to which my heart was alive during the 
whole of this very interesting voyage. 

The above stanzas are supposed to be sung by those voya* 
geurs who go to the Grande Portage by the Utawas Aiver. 
For an account of this wonderful undertaking, see Sia Alex- 
ARDEa Mac]lenzib*s General History of the Fur J'rede, 
prefixed to his Journal, 

* " At the Rapid of St. Ann they are obliged to take out 
part, if not the whole, of their lading. It is from this spot 
the Canadians consider they take their departure, as it pos- 
sesses the last church on the island, which is dedicated to the 
tutelar saint of voyagers. '^—MACSEirziB^s General Bistorf oj 
the Fur Trade, 
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But, when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh ! sweetly we'll rest our weary oar. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The Rapids are near and the daylight's past ! 

Utawas' tide ! this trembling moon 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers. 
Oh I grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The Rapids are near and the daylight's past ! 



EPISTLE IX. 

TO THE 

LADY CHARLOTTE R— WD— N. 



TO THB 

LADY CHAaiiOTTE R— WD— N. 

FROM THE BANKS OF THE ST.-LAWRENCE. 

Not many months ha^e now been dream'd away 
Since yonder sun (beneath whose evening ray 
We rest our boat among these Indian isles) 
Saw me, where maay Trent serenely smiles 
Through many an oak, a» sacred as the groves 
Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves, 
And hears the soul of father, or of chief, 
Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf ! * 
There listening, Lady ! while thy lip hath sung 
My own unpoUshM lays, how proud I've hung 
On every meliow'd number ! proud to feel 
That notes like mine should have the fate to steal, 
As o'er thy hallowing lip they sigh'd along. 
Such breath of passion and such soul of song. 
Oh ! I have wonder'd, like the peasant boy 
Who sings at eve his sabbath strains of joy, 

* '' Avendo essi per cottame cK ttrere m ▼«neratione gli alberi 
grandi et anticfai^ quasi che siano spesao ricettacooli di amme 
beate.** — Pietro detia f^aile, Part. Second. Lettera i6 da i 
giardini di Sciraz. 
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And when he hears the rude, luxuriant note 
Back to his ear on softening echoes float. 
Believes it still some answering spirit's tone. 
And thinks it all too sweet to be his own ! 
I dream'd not then that, ere the rolling year 
Had fiU'd its circle, I should wander here 
In musing awe ; should tread this wondrous world, 
See all its store of inland waters hurrd 
In one vast volume down Niagara's steep,'*' 
Or calm behold them, in transparent sleep,. 
Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed 
Their evening shadows o'er Ontario's bed L— 

* When I arrWed at Chippewa, within ihree miles of the 
Falls, it was too late to think of yisiting them that eyeiuDg, 
and I laj awake all night with the sound of the cataract in my 
ears. The day following I consider as a kind of era in mf 
life, and the first glimpse which I caught of those wonderful 
Falls gave me a feeling which nothing in this world can €ftt 
excite again. 

To Colonel Brock, of the 49^h, who commanded at the 
Fort, I am particularly indebted for his kindness to me daring 
the fortnight I remained at Niagara. Among many pleasant 
days, which I passed with him and his brother-officers, that 
of our visit to the Tnscarora Indians was not the least if' 
teresting. They received us in all their ancient costume ; the 
young men exhibited, for our amusement, in the race, the bat- 
game, etc. while the old and the women sat in groups under 
the surrounding trees, and the picture altogether was as bean- 
liful as it was new to me. 
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Should trace the grand Gadaraqui, and glide 
Down the white Rapids of his lordly tide 
Through massy woods, through islets flowering 

fair, 
Through shades of bloom, where the first sinful 

pair 
For consolation might have weeping trod,. 
When banish'd from the garden of their God I 
Oh, Lady ! these are miracles, which man. 
Caged in the bounds of Europe's pigmy plan. 
Can scarcely dream of ; which his eye must see, 
To know how beautiful this world can be ! 

But soft ! — the tinges of the west decline. 
And night falls dewy o'er these banks of pine. 
Among the reeds, in which our idk boat 
Is rock'd to rest, the wind's complaining note 
Dies, like a half-breathed whispering of flutes;. 
Along the wave the gleaming porpoise shoots. 
And I can trace him, like a watery star,* 
Down the steep current, till he fades afar 

* AwBoaET, in his Travels, hat noticed this shooting lUi- 
inination which porpoises diffuse at night through the St. 
Lawrence.— Vol. 1. p. ag. 
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O'er the bed of Erie's lake, 
Slumbers many a water-^snake. 
Basking in the web of leaves 
Which the weeping lily weaves ! * 

Then I chase the flow'ret-king 
Through his bloomy wild of spring ; 
See him now, while diamond hues 
Soft his neck and wings suffuse, 
In the leafy chalice sink, 
Thirsting for his balmy drink ; 
Now behold him all on fire, 
Lovely in his looks of ire. 
Breaking every infant stem. 
Scattering every velvet gem, 
Where his little tyrant lip 
Had not found enough to sip I 

Then my playful hand I steep 

Where the gold-thread f loves to creep, 

* The islands of Lake Erie are surroaaded to a consider- 
able distance by the large pond-lily, whose leaves spread 
thickly over the surface of the lake, and form a kind of bed 
for the water-snakes in summer. 

"t* ** The gold- thread is of the vine kind, and grows in 
swamps. The roots spread themselves just under the surface 
of the morasses, and are easily drawn out by handfuls. Tliey 
resemble a large entangled skein of silk, and are of a bright 
yellow. " — Morse. 
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Cull from thence a tangled wreatlir 
Words of magic round it breathe, 
And the sunny chaplet spread 
O'er the sleeping fly-bird's bead, * 
Till, with dreams of honey bless'd, 
Haunted in his downy nest 
B; the garden's fairest spells, 
Dewy buds and fragrant bells. 
Fancy all his soul embowers 
In the fly-bird's heaven of flowers ! 

Oft, when hoar and silvery flakes 
Melt along the ruflled lakes ; 
When the gray moose sheds his horns. 
When the track, at evening, warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wig-wam's cheering ray^ 
Then> aloft through freezing air, 
With the snow-bird t soft and fair 
As the fleece thslt Heaven flings 
O'er his little pearly wings, 

* ''L'oisean raouche, gros commc iin banneton, esl tie toutrs 
couleura, vives et changeantes : il tire sa siibsistance des flcurs 
comme tes abeilles; son nid est fait d'ua coton tr^s-fln 8U8- 
pendii k une branche d'arbrc." — F^oyages aux Indes Occi- 
dentalesj par M. Bossu. Second part, lett. xx. 
t Embcrisa hyemalis.— Sec lMhAt\Kenlucky, page aSo* 
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Light above the rocks I play, 
Where Niagara's starry spray, 
Frozen on the cliff, appears 
Like a giant's starting tears I 
There, amid the Island-sedge, 
Just upon the cataract's edge, 
Where the foot of liring man 
Never trod since time began, 
Lone I sit, at close of d^y, 
While, beneath the golden ray, 
Icy columns gleam below, 
Feather'd round with falling snow, 
And an arch of glory springs. 
Brilliant as the chain of rings 
Round the neck of virgins hung, — 
Virgins* who have wander'd young 
O'er the waters of the west 
To the land where spirits rest ! 

* Lafitaa wishet to beliere, for the sake of his theory, that 
there was an order of vestals established among the Iroquois 
Indians ^ but I am afraid that Jacques Carthier, upon whose 
authority he supports himself, meant any thin^ hat vestal 
institutions by the ^' cabanes publiques" which he met with 
at Montreal. — Sec LAPitAU, Mosurs des Saut^a^es Ameri- 
4:ainSj etc. torn. i. p. 1^3 



AND OTHER POEMS. 279 

Thus have I charm'd, with risioDary lay, 
The lonely moments of the night away ; 
And now, fresh daylight o'er the water beams ! 
Once more embark'd upon the glittering streams, 
Our boat flies light along the leafy shore, 
Shooting the falls, without a dip of oar 
Or breath of Zephyr, like the mystic bark 
The poet saw, in dreams divinely dark, 
Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood, '^ 
While on its deck a pilot angel stood, 
And, with his wings of living light unfurl'd, 
Coasted the dim shores ol another world ! 

Yet oh ! believe me, in this blooming maxe 

Of lovely Mature, where the fancy strays 

From charm to charm, where every flow'ret's ime 

Hath something strange, and every leaf is new ! 

I never feel a bliss so pure and still, 

5o heavenly calm, as when a stream or hill, 

* Vedi cbe sdegna gU argomenfci iimBoi { 
Si che remo non vuol, ne altro velo, 
Che i* ale sae tra litt si lontaai. 

Vedi come 1' ha'driue rerso '1 cielo 
Trattan^o V aere con V eterae penne ; 
Che nott si mutan, come mortal pelo. 

Dante, Purgatan cant. ii. 
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Or veteran oak, like those remember'd welly 
Or breeze or echo, or some wild-flower's smell 
(For, who can say what small and fairy ties 
The memory flings o'er pleasure as it flies !} 
Reminds my heart of many a sylvan dream. 
I once indulged by Trent's inspiring stream ; 
Of all my sunny morns and moonlight nights 
On Donnington's green lawns and breezy heights ! 

Whether I trace the tranquil moments o'er 

When I have seen thee cull tlie blooms of lore,. 

With him, the polish'd warrior, by thy side,, 

A sister's idol and a nation's pride I 

When thou hast read of heroes, trophied high 

In ancient fame, and I have seen thine eye 

Turn to the living hero, while it read, 

For pure and brightening comments on the dead ! 

Or whether memory to my mind recals 

The festal grandeur of those lordly halls, 

When guests have met around the sparkling board. 

And welcome warm'd the cup that luxury pour'd ; 

When the bright future Star of England's Throne 

With magic smile hath o'er the banquet shone, 
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Winning respect, nor claiming what he won, 
But tempering greatness, like an evening sun 
Whose light the eye can tranquilly admire, 
Glorious but mild, all softness yet all fire !— 
Whatever hue my recollections take, 
Even the regret, the very pain they wake 
Is dear and exquisite ! — but oh ! no more- 
Lady ! adieu — my heart has lingered o'er 
These vanished times, till all that round me lies. 
Stream, banks, and bowers, have faded on my 
eyes I 



IMPROMPTU, 

AFTER A VISIT TO MRS. — , OF MONTREAL. 

TwAS but for a moment — ^and yet in that time 
She crowded the impressions of many an hour : 

Her eye had a glow, like the sun of her clime, 
Which waked every feeling at once into Qo wer ! 

Oh! could we have stolen but one rapturous day. 
To renew such impressions again and again. 

The things we could look, and imagine, and say, 
Would be worth all the life we had wasted till 
tlien! 
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What we had not the leisure or language to speak. 

We should find some more exquisite mode of 

reTealiag, 

And, between us, should feel just as much in a 

week, 

As others would take a millennium in feeling I 



WJUTTEIT 

ON PASSING DEADMAN'S ISLAND,* 

IN THE GULF OF ST. LAWREIfCE, 
Late in the Eveningf September^ 1804* 

See you, beneath yon cloud so dark, 
Fast gliding along, a gloomy bark ? 

* This is one of the Magdalen Islands, and, singularly 
enough, is the property of Sir Isaac Coffin. The above lines 
were suggested by a sapersticion rery common among sailors, 
who call this ghost-ship, I think, *' the flying Dutchman.*' 

We were thirteen days on oar passage from Quebec to 
Halifax, and I had been so spoiled by the very splendid 
hospitality with which my friends of the Phaeton and Boa- 
ton had treated me, that I was but ill prepared to encounter 
the miseries of a Canadian ahip. The weather however was 
pleasant, and the scenery along the river delightful. Our 
passage through the Gut of Canso, with a bright sky and a 
fair wiml, was particularly striking and romantic. 
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Her sails are full, though the wind is still, 
And there blows not a bi'eath her sails to fill ! 

Oh I what doth that vessel of darkness bear ? 
The silent calm of the grave is there, 
Save now and agaiw a death-knell rung, 
And the flap of the sails with night-fog hung 

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 

Of cold and pitiless Labrador ; 

Where, under the moon, upon mounts of frost 

Full many a mariner's bones are toss'd! 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck, 
And the dim blue fire that lights her deck 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew. 
As ever yet drank the church-yard dew ! 

To Deadman's Isle, in the eye of the blast, 
To Deadraan's Isle she speeds her fast ; 
By skeleton shapes her sails are furl'd. 
And the hand that steers is not of this world I 

Oh ! hurry thee on— oh ! hurry thee on, 
Thou terrible bark I ere the night be gone, 
Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
As would blanch for ever her rosy light ! 



iS4 wnsn^ESf odes, 

TO THE BOSTON FBIGATE,^ 

OV LEATVG BALIFAX FOft EUGLUTO, OCIQKm, l8o4< 



NOZTOT IIPO#ASIZ rATKEFOT.— PmAK. i^fft. 4. 

With triumph this momiiig, oh ! Boston ! I hail 
The slir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail. 
For they tell me I soon shall be wafted, in thee. 
To the flourishing isle of the biaTe and the free. 
And that chill Nova-Scotia's unpromising strand f 
Is the last I shall tread of American land. 

* Commanded bj Capuin J. E. Doo^^bs, with irfwm I 
retnmed 10 EngUnd, and to whom I am indebted for many, 
manj kindnesacs. In truth, I ahonld hot affeoA the delicacy 
of my friend Douglas, and, ai the same time, do iniustice 
to my own fieelings of gratitnde, did I attempt to say how 
mach I owe to him. 

f Sir John Wentwortb, the Goremor of Nova-Scotia, 
Tery kindly allowed me to aocompanj him on his 'nsit to the 
CoU^e which they have lately established at Windsor, about 
forty miles firom Halifox, and I was indeed most pleasantly 
surprised by the beautj and fertility of the country whidi 
opened upon us after the Ueak and rocky wilderness by 
which Ualilax is surrounded. I was told that, in travelling 
onwards, we should find the soil and the scenery improve, 
and it gave me much pleasure to know that the worthy Go- 
Tcmor has by no means such an '' inamabile rcgnum** as t. 
was, at first sight, inclined to belicre. 
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W^ll — peace to the land ! may the people, at 

length, 
Know that freedom is bliss, but that honour is 

strength ; 
That though man have the wings of the fetterless 

wind, 
Of the wantonest air that the north can unbind, 
Tet if health do not sweeten the blast with her 

bloom. 
Nor virtue's aroma its pathway perfume, 
Unblest is the freedom and dreary the flight, 
That but wanders to ruin and wantons to blight ! 



Farewell to the few I have left with regret. 
May they sometimes recal, what I cannot forget. 
That communion of heart and that parley of soul, 
Which has lengthen*d our nights, and illumined 

our bowl, 
When they've ask'd me the manners, the mind, 

or the mien 
Of some bard I had known or some chief I had 

seen. 
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Whose glory, though distant, they kmg liad 

adored, 
Whose name often faallow'd the joioe of their 

board ! 
And still as^ With sympathy humbk Init troe, 
I told them each luminous trait that I knew. 
They have listened, and sigh'd that the poiwerfnl 

stream 
Of America's empire should pass, like a dream. 
Without leaving one fragment of genius, to say 
How sublime was the tide which had Vanished 

aiway ! 
Farewell to the few — though we never may meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that, whenever my song or my name 
Shall recur to their ear, theyll recal me the same 
I have been to them now, young, un thoughtful, 

and blest. 
Ere hope had deceived me or sorrow depressed ! 

But, Douglas ! while thus I endear to my mind 
The elect of the land we shall soon leave behind, 
I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye, 
As it follows the rack flitting over the sky, 



kST> OTHEK POEMS. 287 

* 

That tbe faint coming breeze will be fair for our 

flight, 
And shall steal us away ere the falling of night. 
Dear Douglas! thouknowest, with thee by my side, 
With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to 

guide, 
There is not a bleak isle in those summerless seas, 
Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but 

to freeze, 
I^ot a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore. 
That I could not with patience, with pleasure 

explore ! 
Oh ! think then how happy I follow thee now. 
When hope smooths the billowy path of our 

prow. 
And each pro^rous sigh of the w6st-«piinging 

wind 
Takes me nearer the home where my heart is 

inshrined ; 
Where the smile of a father shall meet me again^ 
And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain ; 
Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to my 

heart, 
And ask it, in 9ighS) how we ever could part l^ 
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But see!— the bent top-sails are ready to swell- 
To the boat— I am with thee — Goluinbia, farewell ! 



TO LADY H 



OS AN OLD RING FOUND AT TUNBBIDOE-WELLS. 



'* Tonnebrige est k la m^e [disunce de Londrei que Fon- 
tainebleau Test de Paris. Ce qu^il y a de beau et de galant 
dans Tun et dans I'autre sexe s*y rassemble an temps des 
canx. La compagnie,'' etc. etc. 

See Memoires de 'Grammom, seconde part. chap, iii* 
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When Grammont graced these happy springSy 
And Tunbridge saw, upon her Pantiles, 

The merriest wight of all the kings 

That ever ruled these gay, gallant isles ; 

Like us, by day they rode, they walkM, 

At eve they did as we may do. 
And Grammont just like Spencer talk'd. 

And lovely Stewart smiled like you ! 

The only different trait is this, 

That woman then, if man beset her. 
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Was rather given lo saying '* yes," 
Because, as yet, she knew no better ! 

Each night they held a coterie, 

Where, every fear to slumber charm'd, 

Lovers were all they onght to be. 
And husbands not the least alarm'd ! 

They call'd up all their school-day pranks. 
Nor thought it much their sense beneath 

To play at riddles, <{uips, and cranks. 
And lords show'd wit, and ladies teeth.. 

As—" Why are husbands like the Mint ? " 
Because, forsooth, a husband's duty 

Is just to set the name and print 
That give a corrency to beauty. 

" Why is a garden's wilder'd maze 

" Like a young widow, fresh and fair ?" 

Because it wants some hand to raise 

The weeds, which " have no business there I " 

And thus they miss'd and thus they hit. 

And now they struck and now they parried, 

And some lay-in of fuH-'grown wit. 
While others of a pun miscarried. 

VOL. H. J 3 
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Twas one of those facetious nights 
That Grammont gave this forfeit ring. 

For breaking grave conundrum rites. 
Or punning ill, or — some such thing ; 

From whence it can be fairly traced 

Through many a. branch and many a bough, 

From twig to twig, until it graced 
The snowy hand that wears it now. 

All this ni prove, and then— to jou. 

Oh Tunbridge I and your springs ironical, 

I swear by H— the— te's eye of blue, 
To dedicate the important chronicle. 

Long may year ancient inmates give 
Their mantles to your modem lodgers, 

And Charles' loves in H — the— te live, 
And Charles' bards revive in Rogers ! 

Let no pedantic foob be there, 
For ever be those fops abolish'd, 

With heads as wooden as thy ware, 

And, Heaven knows ! not half so polish'd. 

But still receive the mild, the gay, 
The few, who know the rare delight 
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Of reading Grammont every day, 
And acting Grammont every night ! 



TO 



Nbver mind how the pedagogue proses, 
You want not antiquity's stamp, 

The lip that's so scented by roses, 
Ob ! never must smell of the lamp. 

Old Cloe, whose withering kisses 
Have long set the loves at defiance, 

Now, done with the science of blisses. 
May fly to the blisses of science I 

Young Sappho, for want of employments. 
Alone o'er her Ovid may melt, 

Condemned but to read of enjoyments 
Which wiser Gorinna had felt. 

But Sorj-ou to be buried in books— 
Oh, Fanny I they're pitiful sages. 

Who could not in one of your looks 
Read more than in millions of pages I 
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Astronomy finds in your eye 
Better light than she studies aboye. 

And music must borrow your sigh 
As the melody desrast to love. 

In Ethics — 'tis you that can check. 

In a minute, their doubts and their quarrels ; 
Oh ! show but that mole on your neck, 

And 'twill soon put an end to their morals. 

Tour Arithmetic only can trip 

When to kiss and to count you endeavour ; 
But eloquence glows on yeur Up 

When you swear that you'll love me for eyar. 

Thus you see what a brilliant alliance 

Of arts is assembled in you — 
A course of more exquisite science 

Man never need wish tp go through ! 

And, oh !— -if a fellow like me 

May confer a diploma of hearts, 
With my lip thus I seal your degree, 

My divine little Mistress of Arts ! 
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EXTRACt TROM 

'* THE DEVIL AMONG THE SCHOLARS."* 



*h< 
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Chrtsost. Homil. in Epist. ad Hebraos. 



But, wbither have these gentle ones, 
The rosy nymphs and black-eyed nans, 
With all of Cupid's wild romancing. 
Led my truant brains a dancing ? 
Instead of wise encomiastics 
Upon the Doctors and Schokstics, 
Polymaths, and Polyhistors, 
Polyglots and— all their sisters, 
The instant I have got the whim in. 
Off I fly with nuns and women. 



* I promised that I would give the remainder of this Poem, 
but, as my critics do not seem to relish the sublime learning 
which it contains, they shall have no more of it. With a 
Tiew, however, to the edification of these gentlemen, I have 
prevailed on an industrious friend of mine, who has read a 
great number of unnecessary books, to illuminate the extract 
with a little of his precious erudition. 
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Like epic poets, ne'er at ease 
Until Tve stolen " in medias res ! " 
So have I known a hopeful youth 
Sit down, in quest of lore and truth , 
With tomes sufficient to confound him. 
Like Tohu Bohu, heap'd around him, — 
Mamurra * stuck to Theophrastus, 
And Galen tumbling o'er Bombastus ! f 
When lo ! while all that's leam'd and wise 
Absorbs the boy, he lifts his eyes, 

* Mamurra, a dogmatic philosopher, who never doubted 
abom any thing, except who was his father. '* NullA de re 
unquam prsterquam de patre dubitayit. '* — In vit. He ^^^ 
Tery learned—" Lk dedans (that is, in his head when it ^a& 
opened) le Panique heurte le Persan, TH^hreu choque TAra- 
bique, pour ne point parler de la mauyaise intelligence da 
Latin avec le Grec," etc.— See VHistoire de JHontmauTt 
torn. ii. page 91. 

i* Bombastus was one of the names of that great scholar 
and quack Paracelsus. *' Philippus Bombastus latet sub spleo' 
dito tegmine Aureoli Theophrasti Paraceisi, ^ says Stadelios 
de circumforaneA Literatorum vanitate. — He used to fight 
the devil every night with a broad-sword, to the no small 
terror of his pupil Oporinus, who has recorded the circum- 
stance. (See Oporibt. F'it. apud Christian, Gtyph. Fit' 
Select, quorundam Eruditissimorum, etc.) Paracelsus had 
but a poor opinion of Galen. " My very beard (says he in 
. his Paragrasnum) has more learning in it than either Galen 
or Avicenna. " 
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And through the window of his study 
Beholds a virgin, fair and ruddy, 
With eyes as brightly turned upon him as 
The angel's * were on Hyeronymus, 
Saying, 'twas just as sweet to kiss her — oh I 
Far more sweet than reading Cicero ! 
Quick fly the folios, widely scattered. 
Old Homer's laurelVd brow is battered. 
And Sappho's skin to Tully's leather. 

All are confused and toss'd together I 

Raptured he quits each dozing sage. 

Oh woman ! for thy lovelier page : 

Sweet book ! unlike the books of art. 

Whose errors are thy fairest part ; 

In whom, the dear errata column 

Is the best page in all the volume ! f 

* The angel who scolded St. Jerom for reading Cicero, as 
Gratian tells the story, in his concordantia diseordantium 
Canonum, and says that for this reason bishops were not 
allowed to read the Classics. *' Episcopus Gentilium libros 
non legat.^ — ^Distinct. 87. But Gratian is notorious for lying — 
besides, angels have got no tongues, as the illustrious pupil of 
Pantenus assures us : Ovx ^f 9/t«" tm «r«, arr«f i»ii»«<f 
9 yXmrrm' m^ «p •^mwrn rif ^mf ^«P(|f «yyiX«if.— Clem. 
Alexavd. Stromal. Now, how an angel could scold with- 
out a tongue, I shall leave the angelic Mrs.-— ^ to determine. 

•)• The idea of the Rabbins about the origin of woman is 
singular. They think that man was originally formed with 
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But, to begin my subject rhyme—- 

Twas just about this deyilish time. 

When scarce there happened any frolics 

That were not done by Diabolics, 

A cold and loveless son of Lucifer, 

Who woman scom'd, nor knew the use of her, 

A branch of Dagon's family 

(Which Dagon, whether He or She, 

Is a dispute that yastly better is 

Referred to Scaliger^ et caeteris), 

Finding that, in this cage of fools, 

The wisest sots adorn the schools, 

a tail, like a monkey, but that the Deity cut off tliis appen- 
dage behind, and made woman of it. Upon this extraordi- 
nary supposition the following reflection is founded :— * 

If such is the tie between women and men. 

The ninny who weds is a pitifal elf, 
For he takes to his tail, like an idiot, again. 

And he makes a deplorable ape of himself. 
Tet, if we may judge as the fashions prevail. 

Every husband remembers the original plan. 
And, knowing his wife is no more than his tail, 

Why he — leaves her behind him as much as he can. 

* ScALiGEft, de EmendaL Ttmpor. — Dagon was thought 
by others to be a certain sea-monster, who came every day 
out of the Red Sea to teach the Syrians husbandry.— See 
Jacques Gaffaael's Curiosites inouies, chap. i. He says he 
thinks this story of the sea-monster " carries little show of 
probability with it." 
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Took it at once his head Satanic in, 
To grow a great scholastic mannikin, 
A doctor, quite as learn'd and fine as 
Scotas John or Tom Aquinas, ^ 
LuUy, Hales irrefragabilis. 
Or any doctor of the rabble is ! 
In languages, f the Polyglots, 
Compared to him^ were Babel sots ; 
He chattered more than ever Jew did, 
Sanhedrim and Priest included; 

* I wish it were known with any degree of certainty whe- 
ther the Commentary on Boethius attributed to Thomas Aqui- 
nas be really the work of this Angelic Doctor. There arc 
some bold assertions hazarded in it : for instance, he says 
that Plato kept school in a town called Academia, and that 
Alcibiades was -a very beautiful woman whom some of Aris- 
totle's pupils fell in lore with : '* Alcibiades mulier fuit pul- 
cherrima, quam videntes quidam discipuli Aristotelis,*^ etc. 
— SeeFaSTTAG. Adparat, Liiterar, art. S6. tom. x. 

*f The following compliment was paid to Laurentius Valla, 
upon his accurate knowledge of the Latin language : 

Nunc postquam manes defunctus Valla petivit, 
Non audet Pluto verba Latina loqni. 

Since Val arrived in Pluto's shade, ^ 
His nouns and pronouns all so pat in, 

Pluto himself would be afraid 
To ask even '* what's o'clock' in Latin ! 

These lines may be found in the Auctorum Censio of Do 
Veadiea (page ag), an excellent critic, if he coald have either 
felt or understood any one of the works which he criticises. 

1 3. 



Priest and bolj Sanhrnlri« 
Were one-oiMl-feTentT foob to him ! 
Bot chid the Itarned demsm Ut a 
Zeal so strong for gamma, ddia» 
That, all for Greek and learning's g^ory,* 
He nigfatlj tippled <« Graeco more," 
And nerer paid a biQ or halanrr 
Except upon the Grecian Kalends, 

^ It ff nradi to ^ re^^tvud that Mamn Lather^ with all 
liU talent* lor rcfonning, sliotild jet be 'migv enoof^ to 
laofifa at Camerarins for wriling to him in GfcdL. *' Master 
Joachim ^sajf he^ has sent me some dates and some xaisins, 
ami has also written me two letters in Gredt. As soon as I 
am recorercd, I shall answer them in Tnikish, diat he too 
may have the pleasure of reading what he does not nnder- 
stand.**— '* Graeca sunt, legi mm possnnt,** is the ignorant 
speech attributed to Accarsins, but werj aninstlj — fiur firom 
asserting that Greek could not be read, that worthy jnris- 
consult upon the Law 6. D. de Bonor. possess, expressly 
says, *' (jnecx liters possnnt intelligi et legi." (Vide Ifofm 
Lihror. Rarior. Collection JFaseituli IF'^ — Scipio Cartero- 
machus seems to think that there is no salvation ont of the 
pale of Greek Literature : '' Via prima salutis Grai4 pandetor 
ab urbe." And the zeal of Laurentius Rhodomannus can- 
not be sufficiently admired, when he exhorts his conntiy- 
tncn, '^ per gloriam Christi, per salntem patrix, per reipu- 
blicaB decns ek emolumentnm,*' to study the Greek language. 
Nor must we forget Phavorinus, the excellent Bishop of 
Nocera, who, ctfrcless of all the usual commendations of a 
Christian, rccfuired no further eulogium on his tomb than 
** Here lieth a Greek Lexicographer.** 
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From whence your scholars, when they want tick| 

Say, to be At-tick's to be on tick ! 

In logics, he was quite Ho Panu I * 

Knew as much as ever man knew. 

He fought the combat syllogistic 

With so much skill and art eristic, 

That though you were the learned Stagyrite, 

At once upon the hip he had you right ! 

Sometimes indeed his speculations 

Were view'd as dangerous innovations. 

As thus — the Doctor's house did harbour a 

Sweet blooming girl, whose name was Barbara : 

Oft, when his heart was in a merry key. 

He taught this maid his esoterica, 

And sometimes, as a cure for hectics, 

Would lecture her in dialectics. 

* O IIANT.— The introduction of this language into 
English poetry has a good eDcct, and ought to be more uni- 
Tersaily adopted. A word or two of Greek in a stanza would 
serve as ballast to the most ''light o* love^' verses. Auso- 
vies, among the ancients, may serve as a model : 

Ov ym^ f€U Btf&tf tri9 in hac regionc fitffTt 
A{«» ab nostris iiri/li0f«i esse ttmfttifMtg* 

RoNSAAD, the French poet, has enriched his sonnets and odes 
with many an exquisite morsel from the Lexicon. His Chere 
Entelechie, in addressing his mistress, is admirable, and can 
•nly be matched by Cowlet^s Antiperistasis. 
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How far their teal let him and her go 
Before they came to sealing Ergo, 
Or how they placed the medins tenninns, 
Onr chronicles do not determine us ^ 
Bat fo it was — by some coitfosion 
In this their lopcal prvliision. 
The Doctor wholly ^il'd, they say, 
The figure^ of young Barbara; 
And thus, by many a snare sophistic, 
And enthymeme paralogistic. 
Beguiled a maid, who could not give. 
To sare her life, a negative, f 
In music, though he had no ears 
Except for that amongst the spheres 
(Which most of all, as he averr'd it, 
He dearly loved, 'cause no one heard it), 

* The firsi figure of simple syllogisms, to Tvhich Barbara 
belongs, together with Celarent, Darii, and Ferio. 

*f Because the three propositions in the mood of Barbara 
are nniversal affirmatives.— The poet borrowed this equi* 
Toqne npon Barbara from a cnrioas Epigram which Mekcke- 
vius gifes IB a note upon his Essajrs de Charlmtanmia Eru- 
ditorum. In the J^uptioB Peripateticce of Caspab Bisifus, 
the reader will find some facetious applications of the terms 
of logic to matrimony. Crambe's Treatise on SjrllogismSj in 
Martinus Scriblems, is borrowed chiefly from the I^uptUe 
Peripateticce of Baal^us. 
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Yet aptly he, at sight, could read 

Each tuneful diagram in Bede, 

And find, by Euclid's coroUaria, 

The ratios of a jig or aria. 

But, as for all your warbling Delias, 

Orpheuses and Saint Cecilias, 

He own'd he thought them much surpass'd 

By that redoubted Hyaloclast, * 

Who still contrived, by dint of throttle, 

Where'er he went to crack a bottle ! 

Likewise to show his mighty knowledge, he,. 

On things unknown in physiology, 

Wrote many a chapter to divert us. 

Like that great little man Albertus, 

Wherein he show'd the reason why, 

When children first are heard to cry, 

If boy the baby chance to be^ 

He cries OA !— if girl, OE !— 

They are, says he, exceeding fair hints 

Respecting their first sinful parents ; * 

* Or Glass-Breaker.— -Mo&HOFius has given an account of 
this extraordinary man, in a work published i68a. ** JOe vitrco 
csypho fracto," etc. 
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*' Oh Eve ! " exclaimetli little madam. 
While little master cries " Oh Adam ! "* 

In point of science astronomical. 

It seemed to him extremely comical 

That, once a year, the frolic sun 

Should call at Virgo's house for fun, 

And stop a month and blaze around her. 

Yet leave her Virgo, as he found her ! 

£ut, 'twas in Optics and Dioptrics, 

Our demon played his first and top tricks : 

He held that sunshine passes quicker 

Through wine than any other liquor ; 

That glasses are the best utensib 

To catch the eye's bewildered pencils ; 

And, though he saw no great objection 

To steady light and pure reflection. 

He thought the aberrating rays 

Which play about a bumper's blaze, 

Were by the Doctors looked, in common, on. 

As a more rare and rich phenomenon ! 

* This is translated almost literallj from a passage in 
jilbertus de Secretis^ etc, — I have not the book by me, 
or I would transcribe the words. 
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He wisely said that the sensorium 
Is for the eyes a great emporium, 
To which these noted picture stealers 
Send all they can and meet with dealers. 
In many an optical proceeding, 

• 

The brain, he said, show'd great good breeding; 
For instance, when we ogle women 
-(A trick which Barbara tutor'd him in). 
Although the dears are apt to get in a 
Strange position on the retina, 
Yet instantly the modest brain 
Doth set them on their legs again ! ^ 

Our doctor thus with <' stuff'd sufficiency" 

Of all omnigenous omnisciency. 

Began (as who would not begin 

That had, like him, so much within ? ) 

To let it out in books of all sorts. 

Folios, quartos, large and small sorts ; 

Poems, so very deep and sensible, 

That they were quite incomprehensible ; f 

* Alluding to that habitaal act of the judgment, by which, 
notwithstanding the inrersion of tlie image upon the retina, 
a correct impression of the object is conveyed to the sensorium. 

•f Under this description, I belieye, *' the Detail among 
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Prose whicli had been at Warning's Fair, 

And bought up all the trumpery there. 

The tatter*d rags of eyery vest, 

In which the Greeks and Romans dress'd« 

And o'er her figure, swoln and antic, 

Scatter'd them all with airs so frantic, 

That those, who saw the fits she had, 

Declared unhappy Prose was mad ! 

Epics he wrote and scores of rebusses. 

All as neat as old Tumebus's ; 

Eggs and altars, cyclopaedias. 

Grammars, prayer-books— oh ! 'twere tedious. 

Did I but tell the half, to follow me ; 

Not the scribbling bard of Ptolemy, 



the Scholars^ may he included. Yet Leibniu found out the 
uses of incomprehensibility, when he was appointed secre- 
tary to a society of philosophers at Nuremberg, merely for 
his merit in writing a cabalistical letter, one word of whicIi 
neither they nor himself could interpret. — See the Eloge His- 
tonqu9 de M. vs. Leibnitz, PEurope Sat^tuite. People in 
all ages have loved to be puzzled. We find CiCEao thankinf 
Atticus for having sent him a work of Serapion, ** ex cpio 
(says he) quidem ego (qw>d inter nos liceat dicere) millcsi' 
mam partem vix intelligo.**— -Lib. a. epist. 4* And we know 
that Avicen, the learned Arabian, read Aaistotlb's JUeta- 
physics forty times over, for the supreme pleasure of being 
able to inform the world that he could not comprehend one 
syllable throughout them.-— Nicolas Mossa in P^it, ^uicen. 
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No — nor the hoary Trismegistus 

(Whose writings all, thank Heaven I hayemiss'd us), 

E'er fiird with lumber such a ware-room 

As this great '* porcus literarum ! " 

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 



FRAGMENTS OF A JOURNAL.* 
TO G. M. ESQ. 

TROM FREDERIGKSBURGH, VIRGINIA, f JUNE 2ND. 

Dear George ! though every bone is aching. 
After the shaking 

* These fragments form but a small part of a ridiculous 
medley of prose and doggerel, into which, for my amusement, 
I threw some of the incidents of my journey. If it were even 
in a more rational form, there is yet much of it too allusive 
and too personal for publication. 

■|> Having remained about a week at New Tork, where I 
saw Madame Jerome Bonaparte, and felt a slight shock of an 
earthquake (the only things that particularly awakened my 
attention), I sailed again in the Boston for Norfolk, from 
whence I proceeded on my tour to the northward, through 
Williamsburgh, Richmond, etc. At Richmond there are a 
few men of considerable talents. Mr. Wickham, one of their 
celebrated legal characters, is a gentleman whose manners 
and mode uf life would do honour to the most cultivated 
societies. Judge Marshall, the author of WashingtorCs Life, 
is another very distinguished ornament of Richmond. These 
gentlemen, I must observe, are of that respectable, but at 
present unpopular, party, the Federalists. 
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Fye had this week, over ruts and ridges, * 

And bridges 
Made of a few uneasy planks, f 

In open ranks 
Like old women's teeth, all loosely thrown 
Over rivers of mud, whose names alone 
Would make the knees of stoutest man knock, 

Rappahannock, 
Occoquan — the Heavens may harbour us ! 
Who ever heard of names so barbarous ? 



* What Mr. Weld says of the continual necessity of ba- 
lancing or trimming the stage, in passing over some of the 
wretched roads in America, is by no means exa^erated. 
" The driver frequently had to call to the passengers in the 
stage, to lean out of the carriage, first at one side then at the 
other, to prevent it from oversetting in the deep ruts with 
which the road abounds ! ' Now, gentlemen, to the right,' 
upon which the passengers all stretched their bodies halfway 
out of the carriage, to balance it on that side. * Now, geo* 
tlemen, to the left j ' and so on."— Weld's Trai/els, letter 3. 

f Before the stage can pass one of these bridges, the driver 
is obliged to stop and arrange the loose planks, of which '^ 
is composed, in the manner that best suits his ideas of safety ^ 
and, as the planks are again disturbed by the passing of the 
coach, the next travellers who arrive have of course a new 
arrangement to make. Mahomet (as Sale tells us) was at some 
pains to imagine a precarious kind of bridge for the entrance 
of Paradise, jn order to enhance the pleasures of arrival : 
a Virginian bridge, I think, would have answered his po'' 
pose completely , 
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Worse than M****s Latin, 
Or the smooth codicil 
To a witch's will, where she brings her cat in ! 
I treat my goddess ill, 
(My muse I mean) to make her speak 'em ; 
Like the Yerbum Graecum, 
Spermagoraiolekitholakanopolides, * 
^Words that ought only be said upon holidays, 
When one has nothing else to do. 

But, dearest George, though every bone is aching 
After this shaking, 
And trying to regain the socket. 
From which the stage thought fit to rock it, 
I fancy I shall sleep the better 
For haying scrawl'd a kind of letter 

To you. 
It seems to me like — " George, good-night I" 

Though far the spot I date it from ; 
To which I fancy, while I write. 
You answer back — " Good-night t'ye, Tom." 

» 

* 2iri(/iMiy«^«i«Ai«ii^A«>^y«ff-«Ai^f .— From the Lysis^ 
trata of Aristophanes, v. 458. 
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But do not think that I shall turn all 
Sorts of quiddities, 
And insipidities, 

Into my journal ; 
That I shall tell you the different prices 
Of eating, drinking, and such other rices. 
To '' contumace your appetite's acidities i"* 
No, no ; the Muse too delicate bodied is 

Foi such commodities ! 
Neither suppose, like fellow of college, she 

Can talk of conchology, 

Or meteorology ; 
Or that a nymph, who wild as comet errs. 

Can discuss barometers. 
Farming tools, statistic histories, 
Geography, law, or such like mysteries, 
For which she doesn't care three skips of 
Prettiest flea, that e'er the lips of 

* This phrase is taken verbatim from an acconnt of an ex- 
pedition to Dmmmond's Pond, by one of those many Ameri- 
cans who profess to think that the Engliah language, as it hu 
been hitherto written, is deficient in what they call republican 
energy. One of the saltans of Washington is far advanced in 
the construction of a new language for the United States, 
which is supposed to be a mixture of Hebrew and Mikmak. 
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Catherine Roache look'd smiling upon, 
When bards of France all, one by one, 
Declared, that never did hand approach 
Such a flea as was caught upon Catherine Roache ! * 



¥ * ¥ 



Sentiment, George, HI talk, when I've got any, 

And botany — 
Oh I Linnaeus has made such a prig o' me, 
€ases I'll find of such polygamy 
Under every bush, 
As would make the "shy curcuma "f hlush ; 
Vice under every name and shape, 
From adulterous gardens to fields of rape I 
I'll send you some Dionaea Muscipula, 
And, into Bartram's book if you dip, yoii'U a 
Pretty and florid description find of 
This ** ludicrous, lobed, carnivorous, kind <rf— "§ 

* Alluding to a collection of poems, called La Puce des 
grandM'jours de Poitifnrs, They were all written upon a 
flsa, which Stephen Pasquier found on the bosom of the &- 
mous Catherine des Roches, one mprning daring the gramdt- 
JQun of Poitiers. I ask pardon of the learned CaUierine's 
memory, for my Yulg^r alueration of her most respectable 
name. 

t " Curcuma, cold a»d shy."— Parwijt. 

$ '' Obseryed likewise in these savannas abundance of the 
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The Lord deliyer us ! 
Think of a yegetable being '' canuyoraus ! " 

And, George, be sure 
ril treat you too, like Liancoart'*' 

(Nor thou be risible). 
With all the views, so striking and romantic, 
Which one might have of the Atlantic, 

If it were visible. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

And now, to tell you the gay variety 
Of my stage society. 
There was a quaker, who room for twenty tooit 
Pious and big as a Polyglot Pentateuch ! 
There was his niece too, sitting so fair by. 
Like a neat testament, kept to swear by. 
What pity, blooming girl ! 
That lips, so ready for a lover, 

ludicrous Dioiuea Muscipula/'— Baitaam's Travels in Nof^ 
America, For hia description of this " camiToroos ^^ 
table,** see Introduction, p. i3. 

^This philosophical Duke, describing the yiem from 
Mr. Jefferson^s house, says, '' The Atlantic might be ce^ 
were it not for the greatness of the distance^ which reB(2ff' 
' that prospect impossible.**— See his Travels. 



M 
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Should not beneath their ruby casket coyer 

One tooth of pearl I * 
But, like a rose beside the church-yard-stone, 
Be doom'd to blush o'er many a mouldering bone ! 

There was ♦ ♦ * ♦ 

There was a student of the college, too^ 
Who said • 
Much more about the riches of his head, 
Than, if there were an income-tax on brains, 
His head could venture to acknowledge to. 
I ask'd the Scholar 
If his — what d'ye call her ?— 
Alma Mater and her Bishop 
Properly foUow'd the Marquis's wish up, f 

* Polygnotus was the first painter, says Pliny, who showed 
the teeth in his portraits. He would scarcely, I think, harve 
been tempted to such an innovation in America. 

i* The Marqois de Chastellux, in his wise letter to 
Mr. Madditon, Professor of Pliilosophy in the College of 
William and Mary, at Wiltiamsburgh, dwells with much 
earnestness on the attention which should be paid to dancing. 
»See his Travels^ Tliis college, the only one in the^Ute of 
Virginia, and the first which I saw in America, gave me but 
a melancholy idea of republican seats of learning. That con- 
tempt for the elegancies of education, which the American 
democrats affect, is no where more grossly conspicnons than 
in Virginia : the young men, who look for adrancement, 
study rather to be demagogues than politicians \ and as every 
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And were mach advancing 
In dancing? 

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 

The erening now grew dark and still ; 

The whip-^oop-will 
Sung pensively on every tree ; 
And strait I fell into a reverie 
Upon that man of gallantry and j^th. 

Captain Smith. * 

thing that dittlngvishes from the mnltitade is sappoied to be 
iavidioos and unpopular, the leTcUing syslem is applied to 
education, and has had all the effect which its partizans could 
desire, by producing a most eztensire equality of ignorance. 
The Abbd Ratkal, in his prophetic admonitions to the Ame- 
ricans, directing their attention very strongly to learned esu- 
blishments, says, *< When the yoodi of a country are seen de- 
prared, the nation is on the decline." I know not what the 
Abb^ Raynal wonld pronounce of this nation now, were he 
alit« to know the morals of the young students at Williams- 
burgh ! But when he wrote, his countrymen had not yet in- 
troduced the " doetrinam deos spementem** into America. 

* John Smith, a famous traveller, and by far the most en- 
terprising of the first settlers in Virginia. How much he was 
indebted to the interesting young Pocahnntas, daughter of 
King Powhatan, may be seen in all the histories of this co- 
lony. In the Dedication of his own work to the Duchess of 
Richmond he thus enumerates his bonnes Jhriunes : " Tetmy 
comfort is, that heretofore honorable and vertnous Ladies, and 
4MHBparable but among themselTCs, have offered me rescue 
and protection in my greatest dangers. Even im fbmine 
parts 1 have fish reliefe from that sex. The beanteous Lady 
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And very strange it seem*d to me, 
That, after having kiss'd so grand a 
Dame as Lady Trabigzanda, 

By any chance he 

Gould take a fancy 
To a nymph, ^ith such a copper front as 

Pocahuntas ! 

And now, as through the gloom so dark, 
The fire-flies scattered many a fiery spark, 
To one, that glittered on the quaker's bonnet, 
I wrote a sonnet. * 

And 

two hnes more had just completed it ; 
But, at the moment I repeated it, 

Trabigxanda, when I was a slaye to the Turks, did all she 
conld to secnre me. When I overcame the Bashaw of Ni|l- 
briu in Tartaria, the charitable Lady Callamata supplycd mj 
necesiitiet. In the utmost of my extremities, that hlessed 
Pokahunraa, the great King's daughter of Virginia, oft saved 
my life.** 

Bayis, inhii whimsical Trauels through' America, has ma- 
nufactured into a kind of romance the loves of Mr. Rolfe 
with thia '* opaci mauma mundi,** Pbcahuntas. 

* For the Sonnet, see page i38. 
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Our Stage, 
Which good Brissot, with hnAns 9o critical 

And sage, 
CaUeth the tme ^' noacbiiie polilical") ^ 
With all its load of ancles> scbolais, nicca, 
Together jumbled, 
Tumbled 
Into a rut and fell to pieces ! 

Good night I--»my bed must be, 
By this time, warm enough for me, 
Because I find old Ephraim Steady 
And Miss his niece are there already ! 

Some cavillers 
Object to sleep with fellow-travellers ; 

* ** The Anierican stages are the true political carriages • 
BftiisoT's TtM^elit letter 6th.«^Thete is Bodiing mere aoto*- 
ing than the philoaophical singeriet of these French a«f»' 
Icrs. In one of the lettert of Cla^^ prefixed to tfao8« p^ 
BrisBot, upon their plan for establishing a republic <ff V*^^" 
losopbers in some part of the western world, he intreaV 
Brissot to be particular in choosing a place ''where there are 
no mnsqnitoes : ** forsooib, na quid respublica detnTaeou 
caperet I 



AND OTH£A POBUS. 3l3 

But * * * * 

Saints protect the pretty qaaker, 
Heaven forbid that I should wake her ! 



TO A FRIEND. 

When next you see the black eyed Catf, 

The loving, languid girl of Hayti, * • 

Whose finger so expertly plays 

Amid the ribbon's silken maze. 

Just like Aurora, when she ties 

A rainbow round the morning skies ! 

Say, that I hope, when winter's o'er. 

On Norfolk's bank again to rove. 
And then shall search the ribbon store 

For some of Catjs softest love. 

* Among the WesK-Indian Froich at Norfolk, there are 
some very interesting Saint Domingo girls, who, in the day, 
sell millinery, etc., and at lugbt assemble in litljle cotillion 
parties, whese they dance away the remembrance of their 
unfortunate oonntry, and forget the miseriet which '^ les amis 
des noirs" have brought upon them. 
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I should not like the gloss were past. 
Yet want it not entirely new ; 

But bright and strong enough to last 
About — suppose a week or two. 

However frail, however light, 
'Twill do, at least, to wear at night : 
And so you'll tell our black-eyed Catjr- 
The loving, languid girl of Hayti ! 



** Errare malo com Platone, qaam cum aliis rect^ sentire. 

CiCEJiO. 

I would rather think wrongly with Plato, than rightly witb 
any one else. 



i8o3- 



Fanny, my love, we ne'er were sages, 
But, trust me, all that Tully's zeal 

Express'd for Plato's glowing pages. 
All that, and more, for thee I feel! 

Whate'er the heartless world decree, 
Howe'er unfeeling prudes condemn, 

Fanny ! I'd rather sin with thee, 

Than live and die a saint with them ! 



M 



AND OTa£ft POEMS. 3(7 

SONG. 

I ne'er on that lip for a minute have gazed, 
But a thousand temptations beset me, 

And Fve thought, as the dear little rubies you 
raised, 
How delicious 'twould be — if you'd let me ! 

Then be not so angry for what I have done, 
Nor say that you've sworn to forget me ; 

They were buds of temptation too pouting to shun, 
And I thought that — you could not but let me ! 

When your lip with a whisper came close to my 
cheek. 

Oh think how bewitching it met me ! 
And, plain as the eye of a Venus could speak. 

Your eye seem'd to say — you would let me I 

Then forgive the transgression, and bid me remain, 
For, in truth, if I go, you'll regret me ; 

Or, oh ! — let me try tlie transgression again, 
And rU do all you wish — will you let me ? 
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FROM THE GREEK.* 

FvE pres8*d her bosom oft and oft ; 

In spite of many a pouting check. 
Have touch*d her lip in dalliance soft. 

And play'd around her silvery neck. 

But, as for more, the maid's so coy, 

That saints or angels might have seen us; 

She's now for prudence, now for joy, 
Minerva half, and half a Venus. 

When Venus makes her bless me near. 
Why then, Minerva makes her loth ; 

And — oh the sweet, tormenting dear ! 
She niakes me mad between them both I 

AoxtTU ?iVffvwt/f fiooiccfMii upyvpifiv 
Ovfr» ^ u^ptytfttMf 0A9V iXov «AA' tri tutfcftit 

'H^itu yttp.Tltt^ttly ro ^ «p jy^uiot; i^atxtf ABnin' 
Avrttf iytt f*%9vti riiKtfMU tt^9Ttp4»t* 

PAULUS SiLERTIAAItJS. 



AND OTHER POEMS. 3l9 



ON A BEAUTIFUL EAST-INDIAN. 

If all the daughters of the sun 
Have loving looks and hearts of flame, 

Go, tell me not tliat she is one — 

'Twas from the wintry moon she came ! 

And yet, sweet eye ! thou ne'er wert given 
To kindle what thou dost not feel ; 

And yet, thou flushing lip — ^by Heaven ! 
Thou ne'er wert made for Dian's seal ! 

Oh I for a sunbeam, rich and warm 
From thy own Ganges' fervid haunts, 

To light thee up, thou lovely form ! 
To all my soul adores and wants : 

To see thee burn — to faint and sigh 
Upon that bosom as it blazed, 

And be, myself, the first to die. 
Amid the flame myself had raised ! 



330 EPISTLES, ODES, 



TO 



I KNOW that none can smile like thee, 

But there is one, a gentler one. 
Whose h^art, though young and wild it be, 

Would ne'er hfiv^ clpne as thiae has dene. 

When we were left alone to-day. 
When every curious eye was fled, 

And all that love could look of say^ 

We might have loo Vd, ve plight have said : 

Would she have Mt me tvembling press, 
Nor trembling press to me again ? 

Would she have had the power to bless, 
Yet want the heart to bless me then? 

Her tresses, too^ as soft as fhine — 
Would she have idly paused to twine 
Their scatt^r*d locks, with cold delay, 
While, oh ! such minutes pass'd away, 
As Heaven has made for tho^ who loy^? 

For those who love, s^nd Ip^g to steal 
What none but hearts of ice reprove, 

What none but hearts of fire can feel ! 



AND OTHER POEMS. 3a t 

Go, go — an age of vulgar yeaw 

May now be pined, be sigh'd away, 
Before 4>ne blessed hour appears, 
• ^ Like that which we have lost to-day I 






[iit 



AT NIGHT.* 

At night, when all is still around. 
How sweet to hear the distant sound 

Of footstep, coming soft and light I 
What pleasure in the anxious beat. 
With which the bosom flies to meet 

That foot that comes so soft at night ! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
" 'Tis late, my love !" and chide delay. 

Though still the western clouds are bright ; 
Oh ! happy too the silent press. 
The eloquence of mute caress, 

With those we love exchanged at night ! 

* These lines allude to a curious lamp, which has for its 
device a Cupid, with the words "at night" written over 
him. 
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At night, what 4e^r emploj to trace. 
In fancy, every glowing ^ce 

That's hid by lUrknew from the sight ! 
And gaesSy by every broken »gh, 
What tales of bliss the shrouded eye 

Is telling from the soul, at night ! 



TO ^' 

I OFTEN wi4^ th^t tbou wcirt 4e4d| 

And I \imi^ Aee c^Uoly sl^pi^g ; 
Since love is Q*er ^d pa^iw fl^d, 

r 

And life has nothing worth our keeping ! 

No— -common souls may bear decline 
Of all that throbbed them once so high ; 

But hearts that beat like thine and mine, 
Must still love on — ^love on or die { 

Tis true, our early joy was such, 
That nature could not bear th'.excess! 

It was too much — for life too much — 
Though life be all a blank with less ! 



Ain> OTHER POEMS. SsS 

To see that eye, so cold, so still,- 

Which once, oh God ! could melt in bliss — 
No, no, I cannot bear the chill I 

Hate, burning hate were Heaven to this I 
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